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Putting  Sceomatuc  in 
Thousands  of  Homes 

Public  desire  for  improved  methods  of  cooling  food-stuffs 
has  created  a  demand  for  electrical  refrigeration.  The 
Ice-O-Matic  Refrigerating  Unit  is  the  latest  development 
in  this  field. 

Ice-O-Matic  has  many  exclusive,  patented  features,  the 
greatest  of  which  is  "Alcoid"  a  new  and  distinctly  better 
refrigerating  chemical  with — eight  great  advantages. 

The  Ice-O-Matic  Refrigerating  Unit  is  easy  to  install.  It 
will  fit  any  standard  ice-box.  The  mechanical  unit  can  be 
placed  in  the  basement.  The  entire  installation  can  be 
completed  usually  in  an  hour. 

Ice-O-Matic  has  been  perfected  after  years  of  research. 
Now  it  is  ready  for  use — by  you.  Ask  for  your  copy  of 
"  Cold  Facts  and  Figures1'  which  gives  full  information. 


f.o.b.  Windsor,  Ont. 
Complete  and  ready 
to  install  in  any 
standard    ice-box 


REFRIGERATION  COMPANY,  Limited 

WINDSOR  -  ONTARIO 


Goblin 


JUST  as  this  plane  is  blazing  an  air  trail  over  the  beautiful  peaks  of  the  Rockies,  you 
can  be  a  trail-blazer  in  this  wonderful  new  industry,  commercial  aviation. 

Throw  off  the  shackles  of  mediocrity! 

Our  School  is  fully  equipped  to  prepare  you  to  take  advantage  of  this  wonderful  new 
future  that  now  opens  before  you.  Every  student  is  graduated  fully  capable  of  handling 
every  branch  of  this  unique  and  interesting  business.  You  can  become  an  aviation  engineer, 
command  a  big  salary,  and  be  one  of  the  future  leaders  in  the  aviation  industry. 

Trail-blazers  are  always  leaders. 


WRITE 


U     S 


FOR        FREE 


BOOKLET 


CANADIAN   SCHOOL   OF  AVIATION 

304  STAIR  BLDG.,  TORONTO 

Dear  Sirs: 

Kindly   send  immediately  your  free  booklet  on  Commercial  Aviation.      It   is  understood  that  this  request   places  me 
under  no  obligation, 

NAME 


ST.  ADDRESS CITY 


Goblin 
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Individuality! 


There  is  no  shoe  just 
like  an  Astoria  either  in 

Class 

Comfort 

or 

Value 

Built  by  master  Crafts- 
men, of  finest  materials, 
it  provides  style,  easy 
wear  and  long  life  at 
minimum  cost. 


SCOTT  &  McHALE,  Limited 


London,  Ontario. 
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Tit  for  Tat 

Parson  Brown  was  partaking  of 
a  chicken  dinner  with  Brother 
Johnson.  It  was  such  a  good 
chicken  that  the  Parson  could  no 
longer  keep  from  speaking  about 
it. 

"Dat's  de  finest  chicken  Ah  ever 
et.  Whar  did  you  git  hit?"  he 
asked  Brother  Johnson. 

"Parson  Brown,''  slowly  replied 
Johnson,  "when  you  preaches  a 
fine  sermon  Ah  nebber  axes  yo' 
whar  you  got  hit!  Ah  beliebe  Ah 
should  hab  de  same  considerashun !' 


The  Pick-Up 

He  raised  his  hat.   He  said  "Hello." 
He  said:  "I'm  sure  we've  met." 

She  said:  "We  have  been  introduced. 
I'll  tell  the  world,  you  bet!" 

And  so   they   dined  and  danced  a 
space, 
And  while  about  the  floor 
They  moved,   each  thought:     "How 
strange  it  is! 
I  think  we've  met  before!" 

—R.  E. 


The  auto  industry  hasn't  yet 
reached  the  much  talked  about 
"saturation  point"  but  many  of 
the  drivers  have! 

*        *        * 

Bailey,  Banks  and  Biddle  Co. 

Watches  for  Women  of  Superior  Design 

and  Perfection  of  Movement. 

— Vanity  Fair  (adv.) 

Boy,  page  Gilda  Grey. 

*      *     * 

While  badly  pained,  the  sheriff  is 
doing  better  than  was  hoped  for  at 
his  residence. — Farmerville  (W.  Va.) 
Leader. 

Candid  expression  from  the  law- 
loving  Southerners. 


The  Disdainful  One:   "I  wouldn't  take  advantage  of  you  because  I  come  from  fighting  stock!" 
The  Hard-boiled  One:   "Don't  let  that  stop  yuh!     My  old  man  and  woman  fight  all  the  time  too!" 
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/ay:   "Do  you  carry  your  money  in  your  stocking?" 
Fay:   "No,  a  display  of  wealth  is  vulgar." 

*        *        * 

Shaking  the  Cash  Register! 

Mrs.  Bim:  "I  never  have  gone  through  my 
husband's  pockets  yet." 

Mrs.  Bam:  "Neither  do  I.  I  hold  'em  up  over 
the  bed  by  the  legs  and  shake  'em  and  then  help 
myself!" 


Men 

By  John  C.  Emery. 

"It's  men  that  make  the  world  go,  sir,"  remarked 
Hilda,  the  chambermaid  on  the  fourth  floor  of  the 
hotel.  "Women  is  just  parasites.  They  don't  do 
nothing  but  sit  around  all  day,  sir,  primping  and 
powdering  and  getting  things  all  over  the  floors. 
Such  a  mess  they  leave  their  rooms  in! 

"But  men,  sir,  they're  always  working  hard. 
They  make  things  go,  they  do  things.  They  ain't 
always  primping  and  powdering  in  their  rooms. 
They  leave  'em  neat  and  early,  sir.  But  women — 
humph!— they  never  get  out.  Never  can  tidy  up  a 
woman's  room,  sir,  until  way  late  after  I  ought  to 
be  all  through. 

"Where  would  we  be  without  the  men,  sir?  I 
guess  we  wouldn't  have  much — anything — in  this 
world  if  it  wasn't  for  the  men.  They  do  things. 
They  make  the  money.  Generous  they  are  too,  sir. 
But  women,  they  never  give  nobody  nothing,  sir. 
Always  making  a  mess  of  their  room  so  I  never  get 
'em  cleaned  up  right,  hardly.  But  the  men,  sir, 
neat  and  generous  they  are.      They  do  things. 

"Oh,  thank  you,  sir!  Very  kind  of  you,  sir! 
Now  that's  what  I  like  about  men.     They're  generous, 

they  are,  sir!" 

*       *       * 

From  the  Diary  of  Some  Great  People  of  the 
Future 

April  1 ,  1 925 :  I  sold  out  and  went  to  Florida  with 
nothing  but  the  shirt  on  my  back. 

April  1,  1926:     Back  again  to  the  old  homestead 

without  the  shirt! 

*        *        * 

Orchestra  Leader — "Hello!  When  did  you  arrive?" 
Saxophone  Player — "Oh,  I  just  blew  in  now." 


First  Youth:  That's  what  I  calling  dancing  par 
excellence." 

Second  Charleston  Enthusiast:  "Par  excellence,  me 
eye!      That's  knee  plus  ultra!" 
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Thankful  Thoughts 

By  A.  B.  SAWTELLE 


The  widow  Tripctt  is  thankful  that 
her  dear  hoy  has  weathered  the  snares 
and  temptations  of  this  wild  day  and 
age  and  has  grown  into  a  good  and 
upright  man. 


Miss  Dimples  Delight,  well  known 
screen  star,  is  thankful  that,  public- 
ity being  sort  of  hard  to  get  these 
days,  what  with  Queen  Marie  and 
the  monopoly  of  it  in  Los  Angeles, 
her  rather  purple  fourth  divorce  gets 
half  a  column. 


Tommy  is  thankful  that 
he  kn°u)s  where  to  get  the 
stuff  to  be  thankful  with. 


Doris  simply  can't  be 
thankful  enough  that 
she  has  never  had  to 
reduce,  that  she  has  the 
smoothest  line,  and  the 
most  dates  of  any  girl 
in  town. 


While  Mrs.  J.  Fr other ingale  Forsythe 
finds  the  fact  that  she  is  Mrs.  J. 
Frotheringalc  Forsythe  the  supreme  reason 
for  her  Thanksgiving. 
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The  Deadly 


Gee!  A  note  from  the  teacher  to 
muvver! 

Some  Things  That  Go  on  and 
on 

"Well,  now,  and  if  it  isn't 
Milly!  Come  right  in,  Milly.  Sit 
in  this  rocker  and  tell  me  how  you 
and  Sid  have  been  doing  all  this 
while.  How  time  goes  on  and  on! 
I  was  telling  Harry  just  last  week 
that  he  ought  to  go  in  and  see  Sid 
what  with  the  offices  being  so  close 
together  and  all.  And  Harry 
vowed  he  would,  too;  but  I  don't 
suppose  he  did — you  know  how 
men  are.  Why,  I  was  telling  Nell 
— that's  my  cousin  Nell  who's  been 
visiting  us  from  Uxbridge — I  was 
telling  her  before  she  went  back 
home  on  Friday — or  no,  it  was 
Saturday  she  went  back.  She  was 
going  back  to  Uxbridge  on  Friday, 
but  Harry  came  home  from  work 
with  a  couple  of  passes  for  this 
play,  'Sitting-room,  Bed-room  and 
Bath.'  So  Nell  says  she  might  as 
well  stay  and  see  it  because  it 
might  never  get  to  Uxbridge  at 
all.  So  Nell  and  I  went  down  to 
the  show  and  Nell  allowed  she  had 
never  seen  anything  like  it  in  Ux- 
bridge. She  said  it  beat  even 
'Deacon  Dubbs,'  which  was  put  on 
by  the  Ladies'  Aid  in  1 9 1  I .  What, 
have  you  got  to  go,  Milly?  We 
haven't  had  any  afternoon  tea  yet. 
Six  o'clock?  Well,  I  never!  Well, 
good-bye  and  come  again.  I  do 
like  to  hear  how  you  and  Sid  are 
getting  along."  — R.E. 


DIANA     ranged    the     hill    and 
wood, 
Adonis  drove  the  boar, 
But  never  hunter  lived  who  could 
Compare  with  Henry  Hoare. 

He  hunted  north    and    south    and 
east 

And  in  the  west  to  boot; 
He  ambushed  every  kind  of  beast 

That  growls  or  waves  a  snoot. 

His  trusty  rifle  in  his  hand, 

A  flask  upon  his  hip, 
He  feared  no  beast  in  any  land 

(Nor  did  he  fear  la  gippe). 


Gee!   Gosh! 

And  though  he  loved  to  trail  the 
beast 

To  slay,  ensnare  or  rout  it, 
He  did  not  count  that  joy  the  least 

When  he  should  tell  about  it. 

Upon     the    veldt    his    camp-fire's 
light 
Kept  prowling  foes  at  bay 
While    Henry    slept,    as    well    he 
might, 
To  hunt  them  the  next  day. 

But  home  and  by  a  friendly  flame, 
A  bottle  at  his  shoulder, 

The  fire's  effect  was  not  the  same — 
The  beasts  became  much  bolder. 

While  Henry  talked  their  shadowy 
paws 


Most  awesome   round  him  crept, 
And,  while  he  slew,  his  dear  in-laws 
And  friends  quite  often  slept. 

Yes,  while  for  them  he  chased  the 
bear 

Or  mocked  the  lion's  roaring, 
The  only  sound  that  rent  the  air 

Was  apathetic  snoring. 

"You     would     not     sleep,"     cried 
Henry  Hoare, 

"If  I  should  tell  you  how 
I  battled  for  an  hour  or  more 

The  deadly  squidjewow! 

"The  squidjewow  is  ten  feet  two, 

And  six  or  seven  wide, 
And  when  he  yawns  you  get  a  view 

Of  what  he's  like  inside. 

"With  fiery  eye  and  morals  none 
And  breath  of  purplish  fire, 

His  most  dyspeptic  mood  is  one 
Of  devastating  ire.     . 

"A  squidjewow  I  chased  a  week 

Along  a  jungle  trail, 
I  found  him  drinking  by  a  creek 

And  stabbed  him  in  the  tail. 

"The  monster  gnashed  his  tusks  at 
me 
And  he  was  very  gnashful; 
He     turned     and     rushed     horren- 
dously 
In  manner  far  from  bashful. 


By  Alien 


Gosh!  I  wonder  what  I  done  now! 
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quidjewow 


"I  quickly  dodged  behind  a  bush 
And  as  he  thundered  by 

I  shoved  my  finger  out  to  push 
It  in  his  rolling  eye. 

"But,  ah!  the  wily  squidjewow 
Has  opened  wide  his  jowl, 

My  arm  goes  down  his  throat,  and 
now 
He  gives  a  sickening  howl. 

"For  I  have  grabbed  his  tail  inside; 

I  pull  as  best  I  may; 
The  fearsome  lout  turns  inside  out 
And  runs  the  other  way!" 

The  hunter  took  another  sip; 

The  embers  smouldered  low; 
His  friends  arise  his  hand  to  grip 

As  he  stands  up  to  go. 

But  scarcely  has  he  stepped  without 
When  eyes  look  in  his  own, 

Two  fearful  eyes  of  monstrous  size; 
Poor  Henry  dares  not  groan. 

His  heart  grows  cold,  his  knees  go 
weak, 

His  brow  is  wet  with  dew; 
He  strives  in  ghostly  voice  to  speak, 

"Please  tell  me,  what  are  you?" 


Too  weak  with  fear  to  make  a  noise 
Or  one  despairing  shout, 

He  listens  to  that  dreadful  voice: 
"YOU  TURNED  ME  INSIDE 
OUT! 

"FOR      I'M      THE      MIGHTY 
SQUIDJEWOW, 
'GAINST  WHOM  YOU  WERE 
THE  WINNER, 
AND  I   HAVE  COME  TO  GET 
YOU  NOW 
AND    EAT    YOU    FOR    MY 
DINNER." 


T^^Tt 


Can't  see  nothing  through  it! 


Wonder  if  she  would  find  out  if  I 
tore  it  up. 

Poor  Hoare  gave  one  unearthly  cry 
And  fainted  dead  away; 

His  soul  departed  for  the  sky 
(Or  else  the  other  way). 

Next   morn   they   found   the   foot- 
prints plain 
Of  Daisy  Bell,  the  cow, 
But  who  will   doubt   how  he   was 
slain? 
It  was   the  squidjewow! 


ATTENTION,  will  any  one  who 
took  pictures  of  airplane  stunt?, 
and  parachute  drop  at  Exhibition, 
please  communicate  with  the  one  who 
done  some.  J.  D.  Clapp,  17  Cottage 
Grove,  Highland  Park,  Michigan. 

The  King's  English  in  the  revol- 
ted Colonies. 


Oh,  Willie,  did  the  teacher  give  you 
a  recipe  for  lemon  pie  to  give  me? 

Ancient  History 

A  reporter  had  been  sent  to 
interview  an  aged  darky  that 
lived  in  a  suburb  of  Atlanta, 
Georgia,  who  had  been  valet  to  a 
number  of  Governors  and  prom- 
inent men  of  the  state. 

"And  so,  Uncle,"  said  the 
reporter  questioningly,  "you  really 
believe  that  you  are  over  a  hund- 
red years  old?" 

"Sho,  sho,  I  does,"  sputtered 
the  aged  darky  proudly.  "Why, 
boss,    I    can't   remember   when  Ah 

wasn't  alive!" 

*  *        * 

Jazz  opera  is  impossible,  as 
the  occupants  of  the  boxes  would 
find  it  impossible  to  talk  fashions 
and   scandals    while    it    would    be 

going  on. 

*  *        * 

Oversight 

Johnny's  Ma:  "Johnny,  there 
were  three  pieces  of  cake  in  the 
pantry,  and  now  there  is  only  one. 
How  did  that  happen?" 

Johnny:  "Well,,  it  was  so  dark 
in  there  I  didn't  see  the  other  piece." 
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CAFE  HENRY 

by  Gregory  Clarlo 


A  RECENT  guest  of  the 
Toronto  Rotary  Club  was 
M.  Henri  Burger. 

When  they  called  upon  him  for 
the  usual  speech,  M.  Burger  said: 

"I  give  you  the  greetings  of  the 
Hull  Rotary  Club.  I  do  not  make 
speeches.     I  make  soups." 

And  sat  down,  amid  riotous 
applause. 

The  Cafe  Henry  is  seven  min- 
utes— seven  long  minutes — by 
chaise-traineau  from  the  front  door 
of  the  House  of  Commons.  You 
whirl,  in  one  of  those  Ottawa 
sleighs,  with  jingling  bell  and 
shouting  driver,  down  to  the  bridge 
across  the  raging  river,  which  the 
depth  of  winter  cannot  congeal, 
and  up  the  little  merry  streets  of 
Hull  in  the  dusk,  until  the  driver 
whoas  with  furious  exclamations, 
hurls  his  buffalo  robe  aside,  and 
flourishes  you  to  descend. 

"Cafe  Henry!" 

"Come  back  for  me  at  ten," 
you  say,  with  that  out-of-town 
manner. 

"Sure,"  cries  the  driver,  in 
typical    Quebecois. 

Before  you  rises  a  large  red 
brick  house  that  has  been  con- 
verted. Its  lower  part  is  a  huge 
steamy  window  against  which 
shadows  dance,  a  beer  saloon. 
The  Cafe  Henry  is  upstairs. 

Up  narrow  steps  which  announce 
you  unnecessarily,  you  emerge  into 
a  room  so  plain,  so  unpretentious, 
you  are  amazed.  It  scarcely 
seems  to  belong  to  the  century. 
Members  of  parliament,  civil  ser- 
vants and  citizens  of  the  senior 
province  are  sitting  at  the  tables 
for  two  and  for  four,  with  wine. 

The  sophisticated,  those  who 
have  dined  widely  in  the  better 
parts  of  America,  are  a  little 
taken  aback  by  the  appearance 
of  the  Cafe  Henry.  How,  they 
naturally  ask,  can  this  be  a  great 
restaurant  when  there  are  no  trick 


china  pieces  on  the  walls,  no  biz- 
arre colour  scheme,  no  shaded 
lamps,  not  even  pretence  at  an 
orchestra? 

In  fact  there  seems  to  be  in 
this  plain  cafe,  with  its  severely 
black  and  white  waiters,  a  brutal 
statement   of    the   fact   ^that   here 


you  must  expect  to  find  the  em- 
phasis on  something  other  than 
the  setting.     What  can  it  be? 

Might  it  be  food?  Surely  not! 
Not  in  North  America!  Not  in 
the  year  1926! 

It  is,  however,  even  so.  To 
prove  it,  we  will  now,  together, 
order  just  one  thing,  pate  de  fois 
gras.  It  is  a  thing  everybody 
likes  to  eat  when  they  are  out  of 
town.  Very  well,  gassong,  two 
portions  of  pate  de  fois  gras. 

You  will  recall  those  common 
white  bowls  in  which  Grandma 
used  to  mould  headcheese  or  pot- 
ted meat.  Such  a  bowl  is  in  the 
waiter's    hand    when    he    returns. 


It  appears  to  be  filled  with  pot- 
ted meat.  From  under  a  napkin, 
he  produces  a  few  slices  of  extra- 
ordinarily thin,  hot,  nut  brown 
toast. 

He  takes  a  knife  and  cuts  into 
the  paste  in  the  bowl.  Cuts  it  in 
four,  pie-wise.  Pries  you  out  a 
hunk  of  delicate  brownish  subs- 
stance  and  lays  it  on  your  plate. 

Let  us  spread  it  on  our  toast. 

Woe  to  geese!  Cosmic  goose, 
we  will  have  your  liver!  Can  it 
be  the  Lord  secreted  in  the  depths 
of  geese  one  of  his  personal  treas- 
ures? 

The  sensation  is  profound.  It 
is  more  than  flavour.  It  is  like 
the  sensation  of  hearing  your  first 
great  orchestra.  It  is  like  the 
dwan  of  love.  Remember  what 
the  Strand  looked  like,  just  off 
the  leave  train? 

No,  it  is  more  than  that. 

Let  us  not  go  on  into  the  broiled 
partridge,  the  speckled  trout  meun- 
iere.  Who  would  want  to  wash 
away  such  joy  with  even  the 
fountain  of  Bandusia?  No  wonder 
the  French-Canadians  are  a  tem- 
perate race.  There  can  be,  it 
seems,  more  to  eating  than  to 
drinking. 

Let  me  present  you  to  M. 
Henri  Burger.  That  is  he  sitting 
at  the  far  table  dining  with  his 
wife.  No,  he  does  not  resemble 
the  conventional  Frenchman.  That 
countenance  like  a  Scottish  laird's 
will  wrinkle,  in  a  minute,  in  whim- 
sical and  curious  humour.  Those 
heavy  bowed  shoulders  Henri  Bur- 
ger brought  with  him  to  America 
long  years  ago,  when  he  came 
with  a  wrestling  bear  and  toured 
the  mining  camps  of  Nevada  and 
Colorado.  That  outdoor  colour 
he  laid  on  in  the  legions  of  France 
and  keeps  with  fishing  and  hunting 
on  his  private  lakes  up  in  the 
Quebec  woods. 

He  will  invite  us    to   stay   after 
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ten  o'clock,  when  the  cabinet 
ministers  and  prominent  public 
servants  are  requested  to  depart. 
There  will  be  a  little  gathering  of 
friends,  not  here,  but  in  Henri's 
apartment  above.  Judge  Achim 
may  drop  in,  and  we  shall  talk 
of  the  best  fly  for  June  trout  or 
perhaps  jurisprudence.  Also  will 
come  M.  Amodeo,  the  chef  of  the 
Chateau  Laurier,  who  can  speak 
quite  sublimely  about  Mussolini, 
despite  an  obligato  of  icy  im- 
politeness from  Henri,  whose  eyes 
disappear  when  he  smiles.  Judges, 
chefs,  the  governor  of  the  jail, 
perhaps  a  couple  of  officers  from 
le  regiment  d'Hull,  and  some  of 
their  wives  to  chat  with  Madame 
Burger,  a  little  gathering.  When 
it  is  assembled,  you  will  understand 
this  cafe,  these  plain  white  tables 
and  that  pate  de  fois  gras. 

The  sleigh?  Ten  o'clock?  Nev- 
er mind  it.  Some  privy  councillor 
will  snap  it  up.  Somewhere  about 
one  o'clock,  M.  Amodeo  will  drive 
us  back  to  the  Chateau  in  his  sedan. 

In  the  meantime,  let  us  try  to 
discover,  in  our  shrewd  Anglo- 
Saxon  way,  why  it  is,  in  our  own 
civilization,  we  have  nothing  re- 
motely resembling  the  Cafe  Henry. 

♦  Sfc  # 

Spot  vs.  Spots! 


Snap:  "What  became  of  that  valet 
of  yours?" 

Snapper:  "  I  fired  him  for  remov- 
ing a  spot  from  my  dress  suit." 

Snap:  "But  I  thought  that  was 
part  of  his  duty." 

Snapper:  "Yes,  but  this  was  a 
five  spot!" 


Criss:  "What  is  a  sexagenarian?" 

Cross:  "Must  be  one  of  them  fellers  that  writes  for  the  confession 
magazines." 

Blossoms 


Parma  violets  that  are  sent  to 
one's  lady  love  and  are  chucked 
out  the  back  window;  carnations 
that  are  sent  to  one's  wife  and 
wither  in  the  stand  on  the  piano; 
pale,  spotted  orchids  that  adorn 
pale,  spotted  prima  donnas;  tiny 
bunches  of  rosemary  sent  each 
year  to  someone  who  has  com- 
pletely forgotten;  canary-coloured 
jonquils  that  smile  at  the  oysters 
and  nod  at  the  coffee;  little  hya- 
cinths that  decorate  great  lim- 
ousines; gardenias  that  turn  brown 
at  a  touch;  soft  wreaths  of  orange 
blossoms  twined  about  the  veil  of 
a    little     bride;     crushed    pansies, 


marking  a  certain  page  in  a  certain 
tear-stained  volume;  sprays  of 
jasmine  in  the  tresses  of  a  black- 
eyed  waitress;  bowls  of  daisies 
set  symmetrically  upon  the  centre 
table  of  a  suburban  drawing  room; 
clusters  of  daffodils  that  embel- 
lish a  crumbling  wayside  inn; 
bouquets  of  tea  roses  flung  from 
the  proscenium  box  to  a  happy 
blushing  danseuse;  wax  geraniums 
in  crustal  cases  that  garnish  a  hair- 
sofaed  reception  room;  twines  of 
lazy  honeysuckle  covering  a  gar- 
den gate  where  it  once  took  hours 

to  say  "Good-night"' 

Charles  G.  Shaw. 
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^angober,  Canaba 


A  TURN   of  the  tide  against  the  bone-dry  principle 
is  obvious  in  most  parts  of  the  continent. 

Well,  here  we  are  writing  about  liquor  and 
prohibition  again,  and  isn't  that  a  bore?  If  you  had 
a  friend  who  was  an  amusing  cuss  and  always  wel- 
come to  the  chesterfield  in  the  nursery,  or  the  day-bed 
in  the  sun  parlour  any  time  he  cared  to  stay — if  he 
came  around  once  a  month  and  diverted  you  and  your 
family  for  an  evening,  you'd  be  glad  to  see  him. 
Suppose,  however,  he  invariably  drew  you  aside 
about  eleven-thirty  with  a  "Bob,  there's  something 
I  want  to  talk  to  you  about — seriously,  you  know," 
and  he  dragged  you  into  your  study  to  tell  you  about 
— what?  The  evils  of  Prohibition.  Unless  he  pro- 
duced convincing  material  proof  of  the  pleasures  of 
Government  Control  you  might  be  excused  the 
thought  that  dear  old  Egbert  was  a  wonderful  chap 
—  If  Only. 

Talking  about  Prohibition  is  really  a  tremendous 
concession  on  our  part.  It's  a  bit  foolhardy,  for  who 
knows  in  how  many  of  our  good  Canadian  homes  we 
may  be  qualifying  for  the  If  Only  Club?  Terrible! 
The  very  foolhardiness  of  the  situation  introduces  a 
worse  fear.  Somebody  may  suspect  that  we  have  a 
Mission  in  Life. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  we  are  demonstrating  our 
authentic  Canadianism.  We  are  showing  that  our 
reactions  are  dictated  by  a  habit  of  keeping  our  ears 


close  to  the  great  heart  of  humanity — one  of  the 
ears  anyway.  From  coast  to  coast  the  coming 
Ontario  election  has  started  everyone  from  boot- 
legger to  police  magistrate  off  on  a  tremendous 
talking  jag.  Just  when  every  one  is  woozy  with 
argument  some  intemperate  soul  ups  and  suggests, 
"Just  one  more,"  They  mix  them  up  too.  A  favour- 
ite cocktail  at  present  is  made  up  of  two  parts  Pro- 
hibition, one  part  Local  Option,  one  part  Return  of 
the  Bar  and  a  dash  of  Hypocrisy.  Another  popular 
Ontario  tipple  is  composed  of  three  parts  Prohibition, 
one  part  Dry  Tory  and  one  part  Wet  Grit.  This 
taken  after  a  couple  of  the  former  produces  a  state  of 
frenzy  in  the  victims  bordering  on  catalepsy.  Ad- 
dicts have  been  known  to  beat  their  wives  and  rob 
blind  tigers. 

We  are  treating  ourselves  to  a  voluntary  Gold 
Cure  and  the  hangover  is  bound  to  be  terrific.  The 
probability  is  that  five  years  from  now  the  mention 
of  the  liquor  question  in  any  gathering  will  be 
admitted  by  law  as  just  cause  for  mayhem.  Let  us 
hope  so. 

Yet  here  we  are  daring  to  mention  the  subject 
again,  daring  to  remind  our  dear  public  that  now  is 
the  time  to  settle  the  question  once  and  for  all  by 
bringing  about  a  sane  system  of  control.  At  any 
rate  the  dry  brethren  will  have  to  admit  that  we 
are  in  good  company  this  time. 
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dotage  Canabten 


Well,  That's  Out 

At  first  we  feared  it  would  hap- 
pen, then  we  expected  it  until 
the  expectancy  became  an  aching 
void.  Finally  we  demanded  it. 
Since  the  tea  party  at  the  Ses- 
quicentennial  at  Philadelphia  we 
have  diligently  pored  over  news- 
papers and  periodicals,  waded 
through  the  efforts  of  countless 
colyumnists,  listened  in  on  the 
facetious  chatter  of  a  number 
of  afternoon  teas,  but  to  our 
knowledge  no  one  has  yet  referred 
to  Mr.  Tunney  as  "the  Ultrama- 
rine." It  had  to  happen. 
Denial 

In  answer  to  a  heated  query 
from  London,  Ontario,  we  must 
absolutely  deny  that  the  figure 
upon  the  cover  of  our  last  issue  was 
intended  as  a  caricature  of  Prem- 
ier Ferguson. 

Football  vs  Baseball 

Slowly  but  surely  football  is 
encroaching  upon  the  hitherto  un- 
challenged supremacy  of  baseball 
as  the  leading  sport  of  the  con- 
tinent. In  Canada  the  prestige 
of  football  has  always  been  great 
but  in  the  United  States  a  rapid 
increase  in  popularity  is  apparent 
in  recent  years.  A  barometer  of 
the  situation  as  regards  hoi  polloi 
is  the  fact  that  a  New  York 
tabloid  the  other  day  thought 
it  expedient  for  its  Inquiring  Re- 
porter to  sound  our  public  opinion 
by  the  illuminating  means  of 
asking  the  first  five  people  en- 
countered on  the  street.  As  I 
remember,  the  vote  was  three  to 
two  for  the  diamond.  Would  this 
have  been  the  case  a  few  years  ago? 
The  statement  has  been  made  that 
baseball  is  easier  to  understand  but 
research  work  upon  this  subject 
carried  on  by  the  writer  and  by 
means  of  a  simple  and  uninitiated 
debutante  disprove  this.  If  any- 
thing, football  had  the  lead,  due 
probably  to  a  fellow  feeling  arising 
from  the  damsel's  experience  in 
trying  to  reach  the  dance  floor  at 
coming-out   parties. 
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Serenade 

By  Joseph  Schull 
NDER  the  stars  I  stand, 
Singing  thy  praises; 
Fairer  their  light — and 
thine, 
Than  the  cold  day's  is. 


Under  the  stars  I  stand, 
And  the  cold  moon; 

Turn  thy  dark,  eyes  on  me, 
Loved  one — ah,  soon! 

Under  the  stars  I  stand. 

Have  for  an  hour; 
Still  shows  no  light  of  thine, 

From  thy  dark  bower; 

Under  the  stars  I  stand, 

Reft  of  my  keys, 
Growling  this  rubbish  while 

Slowly  I  freeze! 

Gertrude,  awaken! 

Cast  off  the  deep  spell, 
Or  thy  cold  hubby 

Seeks  an  hotel! 


Football,  it  seems  to  me,  is  the 
better  sport  for  the  following 
reasons.  There  are  more  players 
active  all  the  time;  every  man 
on  both  teams  is  constantly  en- 
gaged. Football  presents  a  spec- 
tacle baseball  cannot  approach, 
as  a  spectacle.  Combined  with 
the  mass  effect  is  an  intense  per- 
sonal aspect.  Tremendous  de- 
mands are  made  on  the  individual 
player.  He  is  called  upon  for 
courage,  stamina  and  constant 
agility.  All  his  faculties  are 
brought  into  play  from  the  kick- 
off  to  the  final  whistle.  Above 
all  sportmanship  is  placed  at 
a  premium.  Thousands  of  base- 
ball fans  who  watched  Ruth  being 
walked  by  the  victorious  Car- 
dinals will  wonder,  perhaps  in  a 
half-formed,  semi-conscious  skep- 
ticism whether  or  not  this  homage 
on  the  part  of  the  St.  Louis  team 
was  in  the  interests  of  sport  or 
the    penannt.      If    public    interest 


in  any  game  were  confined  solely 
to  knowing  which  team  would  win 
there  would  be  no  stadiums.  It 
is  more  than  likely  that  the  St. 
Louis  fans  would  have  preferred 
seeing  Ruth  knock  out  a  homer  to 
watching  him  amble  down  to 
first  base  after  four  wide  balls  had 
been  thrown  out  of  his  reach. 
Much  of  the  World's  Series  was 
decidedly  not  cricket,  and  an 
audience  predominently  Anglo- 
Saxon  is  aware  of  it. 

Sportmanship  may  be  a  com- 
munal or  national  quality  but  its 
rolts  are  inseparably  personal  and 
it  is  in  the  personal  factor  that 
football  is  strongest.  Baseball  is 
objective;  football  is  subjective. 
The  spectator  vicariously  runs, 
tackles,  holds  and  punts.  It  is 
the  personal  factor  which  makes  of 
a  football  game  a  symbolism  for 
the  individual  spectator.  The  crowd 
leaving  the  gridiron  has  fought 
a  great  battle  and  whether  it  has 
won  or  lost,  it  is  the  victor  in 
self-esteem.  There  is  more  of  the 
essence  of  inspiration  in  a  clean- 
fought  rugby  game  than  in  the 
harangues  of  17.97305  Billy 
Sundays. 

Dramatic  Criticism 

The  season  for  amateur  dram- 
atics is  now  upon  us  and  we  are 
reminded  of  a  piece  of  dramatic 
criticism  which  appeared  in  a 
Petrolea  paper  not  more  than  ten 
years  ago.  If  New  York  has 
developed  greater  conciseness  than 
this  we  have  not  come  across  it. 
The  review  in  question  ran  some- 
what as  follows: 

"The Corners'    Dramatic 

Society  put  on  'Hamlet'  last  night 
in  the  local  school  house.  There  is 
some  doubt  as  to  who  wrote  this 
play:  some  say  Shakespeare, 
others  Bacon.  The  scribe  suggests 
that  a  good  way  to  settle  this 
question  once  and  for  all  would 
be  to  open  their  graves.  The  one 
that  turned  over  last  night  wrote 
it." 
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ROUGE-    E-T  NOIR 

by  Fredericks  Griff iny 


HARRY   Batstone    is    the    Su- 
zanne   Lenglen    of    Canadian 
rugby.  He      has       the      same 

finish,  the  same  intelligent  con- 
trol, the  same  technical  capacity 
for  finesse,  the  same  suggestion 
of  always  having  something  in 
reserve.  But  where  Lenglen  gives 
the  impression  of  being  strung  up 
all  the  time  to  a  violin  string 
degree  of  virtuosity,  he  is  easy, 
nonchalant,  leisurely  between 
spasms  of  activity  as  a  snoozing 
cat."  f 

!<*  At  first,  on  this  account,  there 
may  seem  at  first  sight  little  basis 
for  comparison  between  the  young 
male  medical  student  who  plays 
rugby  as  a  great  fall  pastime  and 
this  flaming  French  female  who 
has  gone  gold  digging  with  her 
tennis  racket  to  make  her  Pyle. 
At  the  same  time,  the  same 
thoughts  might  easily  be  Bat- 
stone's  that  were  Suzanne's  when, 


playing  as  an  amateur  for  nothing 
but  glory  and  gloved  hand  claps, 
her  appearances  helped  to  swell 
the  coffers  of  such  distinguished 
clubs  as  Wimbledon  and  Cannes. 
How  much  M.  Batstone's  repeated 
presence  on  the  playing  fields  of 
Toronto  and  Montreal  during  the 
past  few  years  has  meant  to  rugby 
clubs  in  these  cultural  centres  is  an 
involved  problem  in  higher  math- 


ematics which  not  even  the  treas- 
urers could  solve.  But  the  sum 
total  must  be  satisfying  to  athletic 
directors,  particularly  of  clubs  he 
has  been  instrumental  in  beating — 
since  Queen's  has  recently  been 
bewailing  not  being  given  at  least 
an  equal  cut. 

For  Batstone  has  been  the 
outstanding  rugby  player  pro- 
duced in  Canada  since  the  war,  ex- 
cepting the  great  Conacher  who 
flashed  for  an  all-too-brief  brace  of 
seasons.  There  was  a  player  for 
whom  I  would  have  turned  out 
just  to  see  running  with  a  ball  up 
and  down  an  empty  field.  I  would 
almost  do  the  same  with  Red 
Batstone.  Consider  the  games 
and  championships  he  has  helped 
to  win,  the  points  he  has  helped 
to  score,  the  yards  he  has  made, 
the  catches  he  has  made,  the 
punts  he  has  driven  in  with  un- 
failing accuracy,  the  tackles  he  has 
taken  without  lying  down  or  leav- 
ing the  field.  What  a  pity  that 
his  prime  is  passing!  Seeing  him 
in  the  Queens-Varsity  game,  it 
struck  me,  even  when  he  was 
fielding,  punting  and  running  with 
that  beautiful  precision  that  ranks 
him  with  Lenglen,  I  thought  that 
— unlike  her — he  was  growing  a 
little  matronly  with  the  years. 
It  was  hard  to  measure  exactly, 
but  he  seemed  a  trifle  slower, 
even  if  just  as  sure  as  ever.  The 
pity  is  that  he  should  ever  grow 
old,  that  there  should  have  to 
come  a  day  when  he  must  retire 
to  the  sidelines.  One  wishes  for 
him  a  perpetual  rugby  youth. 
He   is  a   tradition,   an   institution. 

Unspoilt  in  his  bearing  on  the 
field  by  his  fine  fame,  modest  in 
just  the  right  degree,  never  ques- 
tioning an  official's  decision,  always 
scrupulously  fair,  never  known 
to  be  other  than  clean,  always  in 
the  play  at  the  right  time  in 
exactly    the    right    way,    twitching 


at  his  peaked  cap  as  the  only  sign 
of  excitement  after  scoring  or 
being  scored  against,  unselfish  in 
combination  to  a  degree  never 
surpassed  since  here  is  perfection, 
keeping  up  for  season  after  season 
and  game  after  game,  a  marvelous 
evenness  of  top-notch  form,  con- 
tinuously threatening  the  opposi- 
tion with  that  magnificent  weaving 
run  of  his,  with  more  football 
brains  in  his  right  foot  than  some 
touted  half-backs  carry  under  their 
hair,  Harry  Batstone  has  been  the 
finest  individual  force  in  post-war 
rugby.  I  am  not  arguing  that 
he  is  a  superman,  but  he  is  as  near 
perfect  a  machine  as  the  game  has 
produced  within  the  limits  of  his 
speed  and  strength.  He  has  given 
absolutely  of  his  very  best.  And 
there  is  little  excuse  for  the  veiled 
criticisms  and  half-hints  to  which 
he  has  been  subjected  because  the 
threatening   rut  of  a   job   that   he 


shrank  from  after  a  trial  sent  him 
back  quivering  to  the  caraer- 
aderie  of  the  university  with  the 
desire  for  further  studentship. 

It  would  be  a  presumption  on 
my  part  to  go  further  in  defence 
of  a  man  whose  personal  acquain- 
tance I  do  not  possess  and  whose 
circumstances  I  do  not  know,  but, 
even  it  if  were  true  that  he  is  at 
(Continued  on  page  34) 
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Satiety 

Reginald  de  Puyster  was  bored. 
He  slumped  languidly  in  the  place 
that  had  been  obsequiously  as- 
signed to  him  by  the  servile 
attendant,  disdaining  even  a  glance 
at  the  eager,  joyous  crowd  all 
around  him.  They  felt  the  thrill 
of  departure  on  a  trip  around  the 
world,  of  going  down  to  the  sea, 
but  not  Reginald.  It  was  old 
stuff  to  him. 

The  view  of  Liberty,  doing 
business  at  the  old  stand,  coaxed 
not  a  flicker  of  interest  to  his  eyes. 
The  rapidly  disappearing  skyline, 
jagged  with  great  buildings,  he 
ignored  completely.  Passing  ships, 
whistling  merry  greetings  and  bon 
voyages,  leaping  porpoises,  giant 
foam-flecked  waves,  were  reflected 
by  no  sign  of  interest  on  his  sullen 
face. 

The  Panama  Canal  with  its 
huge  locks  and  ominous  defenses, 
the  broad  Pacific  with  its  unfor- 
gettable, fiery  sunsets,  the  green 
South  Sea  islands,  the  Indies  with 
their  air  of  mysticism,  the  Oriental 
beauty  of  Nippon,  the  ancient 
splendor  of  Egypt,  the  blue  of 
the  Mediterranean,  rocky  Gib- 
raltar, and  the  Atlantic  once  more 
with  its  promise  of  home  shores, 
all  these  and  more  Reginald  saw, 
and  was  bored. 

A   low   cloud   appeared    on    the 


MAM-L  A   AMOS 


Pete:  "We  should  all  remember  the  lesson  we  learned  at  mother's 
knee." 

Bob:  "Yes,  most  mothers'  knees 


Willie:   "Pa,  what  is  gossip?" 
Pa:  "A  dum-dum  bullet  fired  from 
the  guns  of  idle  curiosity,  son!" 


horizon.  All  over  the  broad  deck 
of  the  ship  people  told  one  another 
excitedly  that  it  was  "Land!" 
Then  the  Statue  of  Liberty  again, 
came  into  view  and  the  jagged 
skyline.   .   .   . 

With  an  exclamation  of  disgust 
Reginald  rose,  picked  up  his  hat 
and  overcoat  and  strode  from  the 
movie   theatre. 

"Those  everlasting  travel  pic- 
tures!" he  muttered  angrily. 

— John  C.  Emery. 

*        *        * 

Forgive  Us! 

Hartt  (going  down  street  with 
a  cane  and  limping) :  "Hello,  Hitt.'' 

Hitt:  "Hello  yourself.  What's 
the  matter  with  you?" 

Hart:  "Got  my  back  wrenched 
when  knocked  down  by  an  auto 
and  I'm  going  down  now  to  see 
a  lawyer  to  bring  suit  for  damages." 

Hitt:  "Why  don't  you  see  a 
chiropractor?" 

Hartt:  "Why    a    chiropractor?" 

Hitt:  "He  could  probably  make 
a  better  adjustment." 

-J.E. 


are  open  books  now." 

Thanks  Kindly! 

"Twopenny  worth  of  bicar- 
bonate of  soda  for  indigestion  at 
this  time  of  night!"  cried  the 
druggist  who  had  been  awakened 
as  2  a.m.  by  the  Scotchman, 
"when  a  glass  of  hot  water  does 
just  as  well!" 

"Weel,  weel,"  returned  the 
Scotchman  hastily,  "I  thank  ye 
for  your  advice.     I'll  no  bother  ye 

after  all.     Gude  nicht!" 

*        *        * 


Homage 
Raise  your  hat 
To  this  man  of  abili'y, 
Cream  of  agility, 
Bright   as   a  blazer, 
Keen  as  a  razor, 
Quick  os  light, 
Always  right. 
Drop!  Flop! 
Pass  your  hat 
For  the  poor  acrobat. 

Getting  his  Number 

They  had  never  met  be4 
But  what  had  she  2  care? 

For  she  loved  him    lOderly 
'Cause  he  was  a  1 ,000,000aire 
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Signor  Batti  is  so  temperamental  that  he  cannot  even  sing 
in  his  bath  without  an  audience. 


Hope 

Pat,  while  crossing  the  ocean 
again  after  many  years  to  pay 
a^visit  to  his  old  home,  became 
very    seasick. 

A  friend  that  he  had  made  on 
the  ship  said  to  him  cheerily, 
"But  you're  all  right  yet.  You're 
not   dead." 

"Yes,"  moaned  Pat  in  agony, 
"but  it's  only  the  hope  of  dying 
that   keeps   me   alive!" 

It's  No  Fair 

An  Edinburgh  street  car  com- 
pany announced  that  on  a  certain 
date  it  would  sell  seven  tickets  for  a 
shilling  instead  of  six.  A  group 
of  suburbanites  called   to  protest. 

"But  you  don't  understand," 
said  the  manager.  "We  are  reducing 
the  rates,  not  raising  them." 

"Aye,"  answered  up  the  spokes- 
man, "we  ken  that,  mon,  but 
why  should  we  hae  to  walk  to 
town  seven  times  instead  o'  six  to 
save  a  shilling?" 


Be  Careful 

They  were  going  to  operate 
upon  Mr.  Henpeck.  A  few  min- 
utes before  the  anaesthetic  was  to 
be  applied,  he  sent  for  his  phy- 
sician who  was  to  handle  the 
instruments. 

"Please,  doctor,"  he  said,  "be 
careful  about  me." 

"Oh,  don't  worry,"  the  doctor 
said  with  fine  assurance,  "  you'll 
be  all  right." 

"But  I  wish  you'd  be  very  care- 
ful,  doctor,"  said  Mr.  Henpeck. 

"'You  seem  to  be  worried." 

"I  am,"  replied  the  patient.  "I 
have  500  dollars'  life  insurance  and 
don't  like  my  wife." 

Byron   Improved 

Let   us   have  wood  alcohol   and 

laughter; 
Inquests   and   funerals    the   day 

after. 

*        *        * 

Professor:  "What  animal  has  the 
greatest  natural  fondness  for  man?' 
Freshman:   "Woman!" 


Home  and  Mother 

Scene   I 

A  studio  in  a  popular  song 
foundry.  Abe  Balinsky,  a  jazz 
composer,  is  practising  "breaks" 
on  a  veteran  piano,  decorated  with 
many  cigarette   blisters. 

Enter  Ted  Brown,  a  lyric-writer, 
much  excited,  carrying  a  slip  of 
paper. 

Ted:  Here,  lissen  to  this,  Abe; 
I   got  her  finished. 

"Hold  me,  guys,   'cause  I'm  goin' 
(  dippy, 
I'm    a-going    back    to   Mississippi, 
Goin'   South  and  a  little  West, 
Back  to  the  place  that  I  love  best; 
See  that  smile  running  round  my 

mouth? 
Oh,  man!      It's    'cause    I'm    going 

South, 
Back  to  dear  old  Mammy  and  her 

lovin'  arms, 
I'd  rather  have  them  than  anyone 

else's  charms. 
Hot  dog!     Set  'em  up!     Hot  dam! 

Lay    em   down! 
Back  to  the  old  home  town!" 

Abe:  Oh,  baby!  A  wow,  I'll 
say!  Here,  Ted,  you  plug  her 
while  I  make  the  elephant's  teeth 
chatter. 

Scene  II 
The  living  room  of  Ted  Brown's 
apartment.      He  is  seated,  looking 
(Continued  on  page  40) 


Doctor:  "Did  you  follow  my  in- 
structions and  diet  by  eating  only 
the  kind  of  food  a  three-yeat-old 
child  does?" 

Patient:  "Sure.  For  dinner  I 
had  two  handfuls  of  mud,  a  button 
and  a  couple  of  matches!" 
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Please! 

An  old  farmer  went  to  New  York  City  for  the 
first  time.  He  accosted  a  serious-faced  youth  just 
outside  the  Grand  Central  Station. 

"Young  feller,"  said  the  farmer,  "  I  want  to  go  to 
Central  Park." 

The  youth  seemed  lost  in  thought  for  a  moment 
and  then  replied: 

"Well,   you   may,   just  this  once.     But   I   don't 

want  you  ever,  EVER,  to  ask  me  again!" 

*  *        * 

Applied  Art 

A  rising  young  artist  was  showing  a  lady  through 
his  studio.  "This  picture,"  he  said,  stopping  in 
front  of  one  of  his  early  efforts,  "is  one  I  painted  to 
keep  the  wolf  from  my  door." 

"Indeed!"  replied  the  woman.  "Then  why  don't 
you  hang  it  on  the  doorknob,  where  the  wolf  can  see 

it?" 

*  *        * 

November 

When  there  were  bright,  bright  roses  in  the  garden 
And  days  for  dreaming  on  a  summer  hill, 

Such  long  and  quiet  afternoons  of  dreaming 

That  time  and  God's  green  world  seemed  stand- 
ing still, 

Then  was  I  too  much  part  of  the  fair  season 
To  think  on  summer  and  its  soft  caress. 

Deprived  of  it,  I  thank  you,  sharp  November, 

You  steal  but  teach  me  of  the  loveliness. — R.   E. 

*  *        * 


"Please,  Teacher,  Willie  Sparrow  is  picking  on  me!" 
"Well,  I  have  no  doubt  you  gave  him  just  caws." 


"Well,  Bill,  she's  empty,  so  I  guess  the  hunt  is  over!" 

Exit  Lydia 

Well  Lydia,  we  all  are  growing  older, 

The   swift   blood   creeps     now   slow   and     somewhat 

colder, 
And  though  the  fact  is  hard,  and  you  may  chide  it, 
It's  not  a  bit  of  use  you  know,  to  hide  it; 
Old  Time  your  flitting  form  is  grimly  paging, 
Your  friends,  your  cousins,  suitors,  sons,  are  aging — 
And  though  to  say  it  cuts  me  like  a  knife, 
You  can't  be  twenty-seven  all  your  life! 

You're  old,   Lyd,  old — and  wrinkled-up  and  weary; 
Your  eyes  at  breakfast-time  are  drawn  and  bleary. 
Your  grace  departs,  your  laughter,  and  your  train 
Of  loves — your  temper  and  your  thirst  remain, 
The  least  of  your  old  charms.      It's  very  sad, 
But  you  whose  youth  was  really  somewhat  bad, 
Lacking  the  consolation  that  might  shine 
On  you  from  such  a  life  as — well — as  mine, 
Must,  since  men  yield  no  longer  to  your  spell, 
Enter  the  coquette's  own  peculiar  hell, 
Watch  the  young  debs  from  some  neglected  spot, 
Half  chaperon,  half  wall-flower,  quite  forgot — 
The  punishment  (and  quite  as  hard  as  any) 
For  having  loved — not  wisely  but  too  many. 

— Joseph  Schull. 

Placing  an  Order. 

A  British  travelling  mancalled  ona  Scotch  merchant 
recently.  He  had  an  eye  for  business,  so  offered  the 
merchant  a  box  of  cigars. 

"Nay,  I  never  tak'  presents,"  was  the  reply. 

"But  it's  only  a  small  gift,  you  know;  if  you  don't 
care  to  take  it  as  a  present,  give  me  a  nominal  sum 
for  it,  say  a  shilling,"  said  the  travelling  man. 

"Verra   well,"   replied   the  Scotchman.      "I'll   tak* 

two  boxes." 

*        *       * 

Whoa! 

Teacher:  "  'The  horse  draws  the  cart.'  Now,  Willie 
please  change  that  sentence  to  the  imperative." 
Willie:  "Giddap!" 
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Our  Jolly  Old  Parliament 

ByW.A.  Rae 


'I  fling  back  the  cowardly 
insinuation  in  the  honour- 
able gentleman's  teeth!" 


"I  yield  to  no  man  in  my 
respect  for  the  constitution, 
BUT  .   .    ." 


Thought 


Action 


'Unprecedented,  unexampled, 
unparalleled,  in  the  history 
of  this  fair  Canadaw!" 


"We  stand  to-night  at   the 
parting  of  the  ways." 


"Sir,  I  should  be  recreant  to  the 
trust  reposed  in  me  by  my  con- 
stituents, did  I  not  .  .   ." 
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WHY,  \TJT  MR. GUTHRIE-! 

fry  Charles  Vinincj 


NOW  that  Marie  of  Roumania 
has  come  and  gone,  perhaps 
a  little  attention  may  be 
paid  to  the  government  of  the 
country  again.  Ever  since  the 
queen  turned  pro.  a  decent  Can- 
adian politician  has  had  no  more 
chance  of  getting  his  picture  in 
the  papers  than  Bob  Rodgers  has 
of  becoming  governor-general. 
What  a  wife  she  would  have  made 
for  Mr.  Barnum!  She  told  Amer- 
icans she  loved  them,  breakfasted 
on  corn  fritters,  buckwheat  cakes 
and  Virginia  ham  and  they  not 
only  gave  her  the  country  but 
paid  her  so  much  a  word  for 
saying  thank  you.  Even  in  Rou- 
mania they  don't  put  up  thrones 
in  hotels  for  the  night  such  as 
New  York  supplied  at  the  Ritz- 
Carlton  with  the  curious  streaming 
by  in  single  file  like  spectators  at  a 
peep-show.  But  then  Roumania 
is  only  a  poor  little  kingdom 
while  America  is  a  great  democratic 
republic.  Royalty  is  never  so 
royal  as  it  is  in  the  United  States. 

Anyway  we  turn  toOttawa  again. 
And  who  is  this  we  see  emerging 
from  the  fogs  of  Tory  discontent? 
Who  is  this  tall  figure,  this  com- 
manding presence,  this  measured 
dignity?  Why,  it's  Mr.  Guthrie! 
Dear  me!  it's  Mr.  Guthrie. 

Mr  Guthrie  has  been  leader  of 
the  Conservative  party  for  over 
a  month  but  the  ghost  of  Sir  John 
A.  Macdonald  has  not  yet  ap- 
peared in  East  Block.  This  is  an 
example  of  self-restraint  to  a  truly 
supernatural  degree.  Mr.  Guthrie 
makes  it  all  right  now  to  say  nice 
things  about  Arthur  Meighen  and 
nearly  everybody  is  doing  it. 
The  voices  which  were  a  deep 
growl  of  recrimination  following 
the  election  became  a  clear  high 
tenor  antheming  Arthur's  virtues 
as  soon  as  he  said  goodbye. 

With  the  Duke  of  Oxford,  Mr, 


To  a  Co-ed 

Blessings  on  thee,  little  dame, 
Bared  of  back  ond  knees  the  same, 
With  thy  rolled-down  silk.cn  hose 
And  thy  short  transparent  clothes, 
With  thy  make-up  on  thy  face 
And   thy    bobbed    hair's    jaunty 

grace. 
But  with  my  heart  I  wish  thee  joy. 
Glad  that  I  was  born  the  boy. 

—Pat  Smith. 


Meighen  is  experiencing  the  unique 
privilege  of  hearing  eulogies  which 
are  usually  reserved  for  obituaries. 
The  duke  is  more  privileged  than 
Mr.  Meighen  because  in  Mr. 
Meighen's  case  there  is  the  pos- 
sibility, which  in  some  quarters 
amounts  to  a  dirty  suspicion, 
that  he  will  come  back.  Those  who 
flatter  but  do  not  mourn,  are, 
therefore,  obliged  to  observe  a 
certain  caution. 

But  just  now  we  have  Mr. 
Guthrie.  He  helps  to  explain 
why  we  have  to  call  the  party 
Liberal-Conservative.  He  was 
never  quite  leader  of  Sir  Wilfred's 
party,  but  he  spent  many  years 
being  one  of  its  most  decorative 
members.  To  some  Grits  Mr. 
Guthrie  is  perhaps  an  apostate; 
to  a  few  Tories  he  is  a  high-minded 


Canadian  who  has  the  courage 
of  his  conviction;  to  an  electrician 
he  is  a  two-way  plug.  He  is  a 
nice  man  and  when  he  rises  to 
speak  with  one  hand  inside  the 
bosom  of  his  morning  coat  he 
looks  like  a  statesman.  His  friends, 
however,  avoid  this  illusion  by 
describing  him  always  as  an  ex- 
perienced parliamentarian,  which 
is  like  telling  a  girl  she  has  a  nice, 
kind  face.  Mr.  Guthrie  is  not 
Arthur  Meighen.  Almost  the  only 
point  of  comparison  between  them 
is  the  observation  that  neither 
of  them  has  a  sense  of  humour. 
This  is  all  right  for  Mr.  Meighen 
because  no  one  expects  frills  on 
a  razor.  It  is  to  be  feared  that  in 
taking  Mr.  Guthrie  the  party  is 
merely  expressing  its  willingness 
to  abide  a  while  longer  with  a 
Moses  in  the  wilderness.  What 
must  be  found  is  a  Joshua  who 
knows  the  way  to  the  milk  and 
honey. 

But  Joshuas  are  not  very  easy 
to  find.  Even  the  most  anxious 
of  us  has  difficulty  in  discovering 
one  among  those  who  are  to  sit 
beside  Mr.  Guthrie  on  the  front 
benches  next  month:  Tolmie,  the 
wisely  silent;  Perley,  the  severe; 
Stevens,  the  persistent  martyr; 
Drayton,  who  expostulates  but 
does  not  expand;  Bennett,  who 
incites  but  does  not  inspire;  Man- 
ion,  excitable  but  not  exciting. 
Without  Arthur  Meighen  in  the 
closing  days  last  June,  they  were 
uncomfortable  and  now  they  will 
not  even  have  him  upstairs  in  his 
office  where  they  may  run  for 
swift  counsel.  One  fears  that  it 
may  not  be  very  nice  next  month. 
The  agile  swordsman  will  be  missed. 

Howard  Ferguson  has  been  a 
possibility.  If  he  is  not  a  Joshua, 
he  is  at  least  a  josher  and  that 
would  help.  But  Howard  has 
got   himself    into    this   prohibition 
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tangle  in  Ontario  and  his  stock 
in  the  federal  market  now  is 
natter  than  4.4,  whether  he  has 
good  luck  on  December  second  or 
not.  Unfriendly  drys  all  over 
the  country  would  be  just  as  bad 
for  the  party  as  a  sour  Quebec. 

It  is  too  bad.  The  party  needs 
geniality  and  Howard  has  always 
had  it.  Even  this  asset,  however, 
seems  to  have  been  somewhat 
damaged  during  the  past  few 
weeks.  Anyone  harassed  by  all 
the  advice  which  he  has  been  get- 
ting cannot  keep  much  sunshine 
in  his  smile.  Here  is  Col.  Currie, 
with  the  profound  suggestion  that 
all  Howard  needs  to  do  is  promise 
not  to  bring  back  the  bar  in  On- 
tario, while  poor  Howard  knows 
people  nowadays  are  so  silly  that 
if  he  promises  no  bar  they  are 
likely  to  take  it  as  a  tip  to  buy 
a  good  hotel  site  and  some  brass 
railing  right  away.  And  here  is 
the  venerable  W.  F.  MacLean,  who 
says  that  if  Howard  wants  gov- 
ernment control  he  should  buy  a 
distillery  and  two  breweries  for 
the  province  to  do  it  properly, 
while  Howard  knows  plenty  of 
people  who  would  like  to  buy  a 
distillery  and  a  couple  of  brew- 
eries just  as  household  equipment. 
Sir  Thomas  White  and  E.  N. 
Rhodes  do  not  seem  to  arouse  any 
wild  beatings  in  the  Tory  breast. 
There  are  two  better  bets  when 
nobody  to  date  has  mentioned, 
and  they  might  as  well  be  nomina- 
ted now.  One  is  Colonel  Henry 
Cockshutt,  who  was  Harry  before 
Ontario  oppressed  him  with  gov- 
ernment house,  and  who  will 
shortly  be  Harry  again.  It  means 
a  good  deal  when  they  call  a  man 
Harry  instead  of  Henry.  The 
other  is  General  Sir  Arthur  Currie 
who  has  been  long  enough  now 
at  McGill  to  know  better. 

Either  one  of  them  would  bring 
prestige  and  new  energy  to  the  par- 
ty.    Both  of  them  have  at  least  one 
advantage  over  Mr.  Guthrie.  There 
would  be  no  old  Grit  mother  snoop- 
ing around  to  murmur  soft  and  low : 
O  tell  me  Tory,  tell  me  true, 
Is  our  little  lad,  our  only  Hugh, 
A-sailing  now  your  ship? 


IN  REEL  LIFE  AND  REAL  LIFE 


Optimist 


Optimists  who  tell  me  this  is  the 
most  progressive  age  the  world 
has  ever  known  and  that  now  is 
my  chance;  optimists  who  pre- 
tend that  a  greasy  dinner  in  some 
pseudo-artistic  dive  is  better 
than  a  meal  at  home;  optimists 
who  crack  jokes  at  seven  o'clock 
in  the  morning;  optimists  who 
believe  that  all  children  possess 
beautiful  natures;  optimists  who 
say,  "Well,  it  might  have  been 
worse";  optimists  who  quote  Dr. 
FrankCrane;  optimists  who  awaken 
me,  after  a  heavy  night,  in  order 
to  announce  that  it  is  a  "bright, 
sunny    day";    optimists    who    are 


always  taking  cold  shower  baths 
and  talking  about  them;  optim- 
ists who  go  fishing;  optimists  who 
are  dramatic  critics;  optimists  who 
make  their  own  "hootch";  op- 
timists who  know  that  "everything 
is  going  to  turn  out  all  right";  op- 
timists who  write  moving-picture 
scenarios;  optimists  who  bet  on 
"long  shots";  optimists  who  back 
"good  things";  optimists  who  or- 
ganize camping  trips;  optimists 
who  dwell  in  a  one-horse  provin- 
cial town  and  are  "going  to  put 
the  little  burg  on  the  map." 

— C.   G.   S. 
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OH,  ONCE  THERE-  WAJ"  A  PRINCEJ/ 

by  R.o/\  Eversoru 

THE  fraternity  brethren     were  dried     prune.      For     three     whole  might    be    something    new    under 

at  dinner.     Brother    Mound  weeks    now,    not    one    new    thing  the — moon.     He   ran    to   the   car, 

shook  out   his     serviette;   he  had   happened    to   him.     True    he  a   door   swung   open    and   he   was 

spread   it   white-limned   upon    the  had  caught  that  cold,  it  had  settled  inside. 

blackness    of     his  dinner- vest;   he  on    his    chest    and    for    days    his  She  was  more  beautiful  than  he 

clasped  chubby  hands  over  all;  he  throat    had    produced    interesting  had  thought  possible,  and  he  had 

turned    to    brother    Lane.     Lane,  wheezes,    queer,    intriguing    over-  been  several  places, 

aware  of  the  imminent  interroga-  tones — but    that    hadn't    satisfied  "I  am  a  princess, "  she  told  him. 

tion,    grimaced.     He    became    en-  Mound.     Something     had     to     be  "Will  you  marry  me  this  evening?" 

grossed    in     the  pattern  upon  his  done.  "Certainly,"  said  Lane, 

water    tumbler,    turned    the    glass  He  felt  small,  round,  inquiring,  She   leaned   to   him   and   kissed 

about    with    his    finger    tips,    very  expectant   eyes;    he   heard   a   soft,  him;  she  put  her  arms  about  him. 

nearly  overturned  it,   snatched  it  eager     voice:     "Anything — new?"  Lane  put  his  left  hand  upon  his 

up  and  drank  off  the  water.      He  Lane  sprang  up,  overturning  his  watch  and  his  right  hand  upon  his 

put  down  his  glass,  looked  furtively  chair;  he  rushed  from   the  room,  bill-fold.     Thus    goes    the    Anglo- 

to  the  left — and  found  upon  him  caught     up     coat     and     hat     and  Saxon  to  his  adventuring, 

the  small,  round,  inquiring,  expect-  slammed  out  of  the  house.  "I  &m  the  Princess  Ola  of  Ber- 

ant  eyes  of  Brother  Mound.  There  was  a  moon,   but  he   did  garia,"    she    said.      "For    several 

Lane's    head    jerked    back:    he  not  care  for  it.     He  walked  rapidly  generations    my    family    and    the 

stared  straight  before  him.     Only  down  the  middle    of  the  sidewalk.  Plattenbergs   have     contended   for 

his  fraternity  oath  restrained  him  He    was    completely    averse    to    a  the  throne.       But     during     three 

from     thinking     ill     thoughts     of  morning-and-evening,         morning-  years  now  the  country  has  been  a 

Brother    Mound.      Every    evening  and-evening,   drearily  monotonous  republic     and     in     chaos.     Prince 

they  sat  in   this  manner.     Every  world.     If  only  for  a  moment  he  Frederick    of    Plattenberg    and    I 

evening      the     obese,      long-since-  could  have  in   his  ears   the  sharp  are  the  sole  survivors  of  the  two 

graduated   Mound   turned   his  in-  whirring,  of   the   wings   of   adven-  ancient    houses.     Tonight    in    the 

quisitive  eyes  upon  Lane  and  asked  ture;  but  he  could  hear  only   the  home  of  Sir  Beverly  Marsh  I  was 

the     same     devestating     question:  whirr  of  motor  cars,  motor  cars  .   .  to   have    been    married    to    Prince 

"Anything — new?"  There  was  nothing  new  under  the  Frederick,  that  together,  the  rivals 

Lane    gripped    his    water    glass  sun!  united,  we  might  regain  the  throne, 

more  tightly.      He  began  to  forget  "Please!"     A     motor     car     had  Sir  Beverly  Marsh  has  loaned  me 

about    his    fraternity    oath.     His  swung  in  by  the  curb.     Dimly  in  his  home  and  there  are  one  hundred 

mind  became  blasphemous.  Mound  the     tonneau     he     saw     a     white-  guests    waiting    there    to    support 

— old  fool!     Been    out  of  college  gloved    arm    and    the    face    of    a  the  cause  of  the  united  houses  of 

so  long  he  had  forgotten  how  dull  woman.     "Please    help    me,"  she  Bergaria.     But    Prince    Frederick 

it    was,     read    so     many    college  called  softly.  has  not  appeared.     They  do  not 

stories,  fraternity  stories,  sorority  "Well!  well!"  said  Lane.     There  know    Prince    Frederick;    I    must 
stories,    town    and    gown 
stories    that    he    thought 
things     happened     at     a 
college. 

Lane  twisted  up  his 
forehead  until  it  resembl- 
ed a  dried  peach,  his  chin 
pushed  itself  down  into 
his  chest.  The  situation 
was  serious.  These 
nightly  questions — unfail- 
ing, inevitable.  He 
would  probably  go  in- 
sane. His  face  became 
black   and    twisted   as   a 


have  a  Prince  or  the 
cause  is  lost;  you  are  the 
Prince." 

"So  I  am,"  said  Lane. 

In  a  louder  voice  she 
instructed  the  chauffeur 
to  drive  back  to  Sir 
Beverly's. 

"Will  there  be  any 
other  Bergarians  at  this 
wedding?"  asked  Lane. 

"Only    the    holy    man 
who  will  marry  us.     He 
"Zylogen,"  continued  the  holy  man,  "zylobalsamum,      is  very  deaf." 
zylene?"  (Continued  on  page  30) 
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"Have  you  noticed,  Mr.  Bones,  that  there  are  a  great  many  men  who  play  the  'cello,  with  bald  heads?" 
"No  sah!     Ah  always  seen  'em  usin    a  bow,  sah!" 


I 
As  it  actually  took  place: 

"Good-morning,  Mr.  Gloober.  I 
represent  the  Daily  Blare.  We 
would  like  to  get  your  views  on  the 
present  business  outlook." 

"Uh-huh." 

A  pause. 

"Do  you  think,  Mr.  Gloober, 
that  business  is  due  to  pick  up 
soon?" 

"I  guess  so." 

A  pause. 

"Are  you  of  the  opinion  that  a 
change  of  government  would  help 
matters  any?" 

"I  dunno.  Mebbe  it  would  and 
mebbe  it  wouldn't." 

A  pause. 

"Are  you  in  favor  of  a  stable 
tariff,  Mr.  Gloober?" 

"Yeh." 

A  pause. 


The  Newspaper  Interview 

By  Keith  Crombie 

"What  is  your  opinion  with  re- 
gard to  the  development  of  our 
natural  resources,  Mr.  Gloober?" 

"Oh,  our  natural  resources  need 
development,  I  guess,  all  right." 

A  pause. 

"Well,  I  must  be  going,  Mr. 
Gloober.  Many  thanks  for  the 
interview.     Good-bye!" 

"Good-bye." 

II 
And  as  it  appeared  in  the  Blare: 

"A  period  of  general  industrial 
and  financial  expansion  is  to  be 
expected  throughout  the  whole 
Dominion  in  the  immediate  fu- 
ture," said  Lemuel  Hoosis  Gloober, 
well-known  expert,  when  inter- 
viewed by  a  Blare  reporter  to-day. 

"Whether  or  not  a  change  of 
government  would  be  beneficial  to 
the  country  is,  of  course,  as  yet,  a 


matter  of  conjecture,"  continued 
Mr.  Gloober.  "I  am  not  prepared 
to  express  any  opinion  on  that 
point  at  present.  However,  I  can 
very  definitely  say  that  I  do  be- 
lieve a  stable  tariff  would  be  of 
immense  assistance  to  Canada  as 
a  whole." 

"The  greatest  asset  of  this  coun- 
try," concluded  Mr.  Gloober,  "is 
the  extent  of  the  vast  natural  re- 
sources lying  within  its  boundaries. 
The  only  thing  now  necessary  is 
the  money  with  which  properly  to 
develop  these  resources." 
*        *        * 

A  tutor  who  tooted  a  flute, 
Tried  to  teach  two  young  tooters 
to  toot; 

Said  the  two  to  the  tutor, 

"Is  it  harder  to  toot  or 
To  tutor  two  tooters  to  toot?" 
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Happy  Faces 


Men  tell  us  this  makes  shaving  a  morning  joy 

Please  accept  a  full  10-day   tube    of  this    olive-oil-containing 
shaving  cream  that  corrects  5  mistakes  of  old-time  shaving  soaps 


GENTLEMEN: — Here's  a  shaving  cream  made  by  experts 
in  skin  care  that  softens  the  toughest  beard  in  one  minute, 
that  leaves  the  skin  as  soft  and  fine  as  if  a  lotion  had 
been  used.     It  ends  the  use  of  lotions,  as  unnecessary. 

Men  by  the  thousands  are  quitting  old-type  shaving 
soaps  for  it.  One  of  its  chief  ingredients  is  a  fine  olive  oil. 
80%  of  its  users  were  won  from  rival  preparations. 
Consider  what  that  means. 

May  we  send  you  a  tube  to  try?  We  worked  some  18 
months  perfecting  it.  Made  up  and  discarded  130  different 
formulas  before  we  found  the  right  one.  It  excels  in  many 
ways,  we  believe,  any  shaving  soap  you  have  ever  tried. 

5  mistakes  corrected 

1.  Lather  too  scanty — Palmolive  Shaving  Cream  multi- 
plies itself  in  lather  250  times.  A  tiny  bit — just  one-half 
gram — suffices  for  a  shave. 

2.  Slow  action — Palmolive  Shaving  Cream  acts  in  one 
minute.  Within  that  time  the  beard  absorbs  15%  of 
water.     And  that  makes  a  hard  beard  wax-like,  soft. 

3.  Dries  on  face — The  lather  of  Palmolive  Shaving  Cream 


maintains  its  creamy  fullness  for  ten  minutes  on  the  face. 

4.  Hairs  lie  down — That  is  due  to  weak  bubbles. 
Strong  bubbles  are  essential  to  support  the  hairs  for  cut- 
ting. Palmolive  bubbles  are  strong — they  hold  the  hairs 
erect  for  the  razor. 

5.  Skin  irritations — The  palm  and  olive  oil  content  of 
Palmolive  Shaving  Cream  leaves  the  face  in  fine  condition. 
Men  like  the  after-effects. 

Let  us  prove  this 

We  ask  your  permission  to  prove  these  things — to  send 
you  a  tube  to  try.  We  are  masters  in  soap  making.  One 
of  our  soaps — Palmolive — is  one  of  the  leading  toilet  soaps 
of  the  world.  We  have  worked  hard  to  excel  in  a  shaving 
cream.  Will  you  do  us  the  kindness  to  mail  this  coupon? 
— for  your  sake  and  for  ours. 

To  add  the  final  touch  to  shaving  luxury,  we  have  created  Palmolive 
After  Shaving  Talc — especially  for  men.  Doesn't  show.  Leaves  the 
skin  smooth  and  fresh,  and  gives  that  well-groomed  look.  Try  the 
sample  we  are  sending  free  with  the  tube  of  shaving  cream.  There 
are  new  delights  here  for  every  man  who  shaves.  Please  let  us  prove 
them  to  you.     Clip  coupon  now. 


Made  in  Canada 


^TTTTt-s-rry? 


cfALMOLIVE 

anavingCrea 


THE  PALMOLIVE  COMPANY^OF  CANADA  LIMITED      3342C 
Montreal     -     Toronto  Winnipeg 


10    SHAVES    FREE 

and  a  can  of  Palmolive  After  Shaving  Talc 

Simply  insert  your  name  and  address  and 
mail  to  Dept.  B-1231,  The  Palmolive  Com- 
pany of  Canada,  Ltd.,  Toronto,  Ont. 
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STEWARD 

Matched- 

The  Story  is  in 
the  Picture! 

//  you  can  get  better 
Radio  value,  turn 
over  the  page  and 
forget  you  saw  it. 

STEWART-WARNER  PRODUCTS  SERVICE  STATIONS 

TORONTO  MONTREAL  WINNIPEG  REGINA 

CALGARY  EDMONTON  VANCOUVER 


TUNE  IN  STATION  WBBM,  226  METERS 

THE  STEWART-WARNER  AIR  THEATRE 

Sunday— 12:30  P.M.  to  2:00  P.M.,  4:00  P.M.  Thursday— 12:01  A.  M.  to  2:00  A.  M-.  4:00 

to  6:00  P.  M.,  8:00  P.M. to  10:00  P.M.  P.M.  to6:00  P.M. ,8:00  P.M. to  I  2:00  P.M. 

Monday— 12:01   A.  M.  to  3:00  A.  M.,  4:00  Friday-4:00  P.  M.  to  6:00  P.  M.,  8:00  P.  M. 

P.  M.  to  7:00  P.  M.  to  10:00  P.M. 

Tuesday-4:00  P.  M.  to  6:00  P.  M..  8:00  P.  M.  Saturday-4:O0  P.M.  to  6:00  P.M..  8:00  P.M. 

to  12:00  P.M.  to  2:00  A.M. 
Wednesday—  4:00  P.  M.  to  6:00  P.  M.,  8:00 

P.  M.  to  10:00  P.  M.  CHICAGO  TIME 


TWELVE        MILLION         PEOPLE        AR    E        TODAY 
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USING        STEWA 


RT-WARNER        PRODU    C    T    S 
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Can  You  Strut  the  New  Ones? 


©  Vanity  Fair 


Every  Issue  Contains 


Theatres :  Stars  in  their 
ascendant,  comedy  in 
its  glory.  The  season's 
successes,  and  why. 
Special  photographs. 

Night  Life:  Whatever 
is  new  among  the  crowd 
who  regard  dawn  as 
something  to  come 
home  in. 

Golf:  Taken  seriously 
by  experts.  Bernard 
Darwin,  regularly.  How 
to  break  ninety.  With 
photographs. 

Movies :  Hollywood's 
high  lights.  The  art  of 
the  movies  —  if  any. 
And  photographs — 
ah-h! 

Bridge:  The  chill 
science  in  its  ultimate 
refinements.  How  to 
get  that  last  trick.  Fos- 
ter writing. 

Fashions:  The  mode 
for  men  who  consider  it 
self-respecting  to  be 
well-groomed.  Current 
college  preferences. 


Music:  Classical,  caco- 
phone,  saxophone.  Per- 
sonalities and  noto- 
rieties. Critiques.  Pho- 
tographs. 

Art :  New  schools  and 
how  to  rate  them. 
Sound  work  and  how  to 
appreciate  it.  Exhibits 
and  masterpieces. 

Sports :  News  of  rac- 
quet and  putter,  turf 
and  track.  By  those 
who  lead  the  field. 

Letters:  New  essayists 
and  satirists.  Brilliant 
fooling.  Lions  photo- 
graphed with  their 
manes. 

Motor  Cars :  Speed, 
safety,  smartness,  as 
last  conceived  in  Eu- 
rope and  America.  Sal- 
ons and  shows.  Many 
pictures. 

World     Affairs:     The 

field  of  politics,  foreign 
and  domestic.  Intimate 
sketches  of  pilots  of 
various  Ships  of  State. 


STRONG  men  are  out  on  the  floor 
these  days.    Almost   every  week  a 
new  step  comes  up  from  the  black 
bottom  of  the  Mississippi,  or  the  plan- 
tations along  the  Gulf. 

Do  you  know  the  new  ones? 

Vanity  Fair  shows  you  photographs, 
posed  in  its  own  studio,  of  famous  danc- 
ers executing  the  intricate  figures.  Clear 
enough  to  practice  by. 

And  that's  just  one  of  the  new  things 
Vanity  Fair — every  month — shows. 


Everything  New — When  It's  New 


VANITY  FAIR  knows 
every  celebrity  and  noto- 
riety —  American,  English, 
French,  Viennese,  Spanish,  in- 
cluding the  Scandinavian. 

Vanity  Fair  has  access  to  the 
new  work  of  the  best  men  and 
the  best  work  of  the  new  ones 
in  all  the  arts. 

Vanity  Fair  goes  to  all  the 
motor  shows,  sees — or  starts — 
all  the  night  clubs,  is  a  guest  at 


the  private  view  of  all  exhibi- 
tions, hears  the  new  composer 
play  his  symphony  at  tea,  sees 
the  pre-showing  of  the  new 
movie,  goes  behind  the  scenes 
wherever  anything  new  in  sports 
or  shows  goes  on. 

Just  one  simple  little  joy-dollar 
will  bring  you  the  next  six 
issues  of  Vanity  Fair.  For 
sheer  clear  amusement  it  beats 
a  dollar's  worth  of  ham-and- 
eggs  all  to  bits. 


Special  Offer 

6  Issues  of  Vanity  Fair  $1 

Open  to  new  subscribers  only 

Sign,  tear  off  and  mail  the  coupon  now! 


Vanity  Fair 

Greenwich,   Conn. 

I  have  a  dollar  that  says  it's  out  looking 
for  fun.    Make  it  fast! 


Name 

Address. 
City 


.State. 
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INDIGNANT  SERVANT:   "And  mistress  says  she  to  me,  she  says,  'Just  you  polish  that  table  till  you  can  see 

your  face  in  it.' 
COOK  (well  meaning,  but  tactless) 


Watered  Stock? 

"The  difference  between  the  cow 
and  the  milkman,"  said  the  gentle- 
man with  a  rare  memory  for  jests, 
"is  that  the  cow  gives  pure  milk." 

"There  is  another  difference," 
retorted  the  milkman.  "The  cow 
doesn't  give  credit." 

— Thomson's  Weekly  News. 

*  *       * 

Hopeful 

"Have  you  heard  Mr.  Winter 
suddenly  lost  his  voice  yesterday?" 

"No;  I  must  send  my  wife  to 
see  him  at  once." 

"Why,  are  you  a  friend  of  his?" 

"No,  but  it  may  be  catching!" 

— Dorfbarbier,  Berlin. 

*  *        * 

Premium 
The  father  surprised  the  music 
master  kissing  his  daughter. 

"What  is  this,  sir?  Is  this  what 
I  pay  you  for?" 

"No,  sir  ;I  do  this  free  of  charge!" 
—Pele  Mele,  Paris. 


'  '  Eartless  cruelty,  I  calls  it!" 

One  Step  Removed 

A  mine  superintendent  who  had 
gone  down  into  the  lower  levels  to 
talk  to  a  crew  of  men  imprisoned 
by  a  cave-in  was  getting  their 
last  message. 

"George,"  he  shouted  to  one 
colored  miner,  through  a  narrow 
aperture,  "are  you  married?" 

"Nossuh,"  answered  a  lugu- 
brious voice.  "Dis  hyah  am  de 
wustest  fix  Ah  evah  been  in  yit." 
— American  Legion  Weekly- 

*  *        * 

Auntie  Ag.:  "Well,  John,  and 
how  do  you  like  your  new  baby 
brother?" 

Four-year-old  John:      "Asleep." 

— Bulletin  (Sydney). 

*  *        * 

Lawyer:  "Why  don't  yo  utwo 
settle  this  out  of  court?" 

Client:  "That's  what  wed  pre- 
fer to  do,  sir,  but  the  police  always 
stop  us." 

— Notre  Dame  Juggler. 


— Passing  Show. 

We'll  Cure  You 

"Dear  Doctor:  My  pet  billy 
goat  is  seriously  ill  from  eating  a 
complete  leather-bound  set  of 
Shakespeare.  What  do  you  pre- 
scribe?" 

Answer — "Am  sending  Literary 
Digest  by  return  mail." 

— Exchange. 

*        *        * 

"What's  showing  here  tonight?" 

'  'Romeo  and  Juliet.'" 

"Yes,  I  know,  but  what  are  they 
playing  in?" 

— Oklahoma  Whirlwind. 

A  dachshund  is  half  a  dog    high 

by  a  dog  and  a  half  long. 

*      *      * 

Chorus  Girl:  "Doctor,  can  you 
vaccinate  me  so  that  it  will  not 
show?" 

Doctor:  "Yes,  but  you  will  have 
to  swallow  it." 

— Mugwump. 
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Our  Lady  of  the  Movie  Shows 

Life   must  be  queer  in  Canada, 
As  wild  wolves  wail  in  ev'ry  wood. 

Men  wear  long  hair  in  Canada 
And  only  mounted  cops  are  good. 

Blonde   girls  are   true   in   Canada, 
Brunettes  accomplices  in  crime. 

If  men  pursue  in  Canada, 

An  avalanche  comes  just  in  time. 

Right  conquers   wrong  in  Canada! 
Don't    contradict   me    'cause    I 
know. 
I  don't  belong  in  Canada 

But  moving  pictures  tell  me  so! 
— New  Yorker. 

*  *        * 

Personal — B.  V.  Come  home  at 
once. — D.  — Chicago  paper. 

And  we  always  hoped  the  B. 
V.D. 's  wouldn't  separate,  what- 
ever else  happened. 

Prof,  (in  Biology):  What  ani- 
mal makes  the  closest  approach  to 
man? 

Student:  The  mosquito. 

— Punch  Bowl. 

*  *       * 

"But,  Tommy,  didn't  your  con- 
science tell  you  were  you  doing 
wrong?'' 

"Yes,  but  I  don't  believe  every- 
thing I   hear."         — Pitt  Panther. 

*  *        * 

The  politician  spieled  away 

The  eve  before  election  day. 

"I  want  reform,"  they  heard  him  say. 

"Tax  reform  I  want  to  see, 

And  currency  reform,"  said  he. 

"I    want    banking    law    reform, 

And   I    want   one    more    reform — " 

"What    you    want    is    chloroform," 

Said  a  man  back  '"  the  rear 

As  he  walked  away  from  there. 

— Columns. 

*  *        * 

Mrs.  Brown:  "How  do  you  al- 
ways manage  to  have  such  del- 
icious beef?" 

Mrs.  Jones:  "I  select  a  good, 
honest  butcher,  and  then  stand  by 
him." 

Mrs.  Brown:  "You  mean  that 
you  give  him  all  your  custom?" 

Mrs.  Jones:  "No;  I  mean  that 
I  stand  by  him  while  he  is  cutting 
the  meat." 

— Liverpool  Post  and  Mercury. 
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"Stop,  Captain!     My  hat!" 

— Sondagsnisse-Strix,  Stockholm. 

*  *        # 

We  Fooled  You 

I  burn  my  candle  at  both  ends; 

1 1  will  not  last  the  night, 
But   ah,   my  friends,   and  ho,   my 
foes; 

I  have  electric  light!  .... 

— Buccaneer. 

*  *       * 

He:  And  Aunty  said  she  thought 
you  were  the  most  quiet,  sensible, 
refined  girl  she  had  ever  seen. 

She:  But,  Paul,  you  surely 
aren't  going  to  let  that  old  fogy 
prejudice  you  against  me,  are  you? 


"Can  I  catch  the  1 0  o  clock  train?" 
' '  Y-y-y-y-ou  m-m-m-m-m-ight 
h-h-h-have  d-d-d-d-one  s-s-s-so  if 
y-y-y-y-you  h-h-h-h-had  asked 
s-s-s-somebody  else.  N-n-n-n-now 
y-you  h-h-h-h-h-ave  m-m-m-m-issed 
it!" 

— Sondagsnisse-Strix,  Stockholm. 


Odd    Animals    We  Have    Never 
Seen 

The  wig-tailed  squojuk  abounds 
in  the  forests  of  northwest  Aber- 
bajian  and  northeast  Afghanistan. 
In  order  that  it  will  not  bump 
its  front  leg  against  something 
and  break  it  (the  front  leg,  we 
mean)  it  always  travels  backwards. 
The  only  way  of  catching  these 
beasts  is  to  train  a  ptarmigan 
to  limp  along  as  if  it  had  a  broken 
leg.  Overpowered  by  natural 
curiosity  and  a  desire  to  add  the 
ptarmigan  to  its  bill  of  fare,  the 
squojuk  will  follow  the  bird  for 
hours,  until  it  finally  runs  across 
a  patch  of  rose  thorns  carefully 
prepared  by  the  hunter,  which 
injure  its  tender  paws  and  render 
it  easy  prey  to  the  lariat.  Inas- 
much as  there  are  no  ptarmigans, 
rose  thorns  or  lariats  in  the  country 
which  the  squojuk  inhabits,  this 
method  has  never  been  tried. 
The  squojuk  has  pink  eyebrows, 
a  purple  head  and  yellowish  body. 
The  reason  why  it  is  called  wig- 
tailed  cannot  be  set  forth  here,  as 
nobody  knows.  Anyway  it  is  a 
very  queer  animal.  Somehow  we 
are  glad  we  never  saw  one. 

*  *       *     — Octopus. 

Mrs.  Murphy  (going  out  in  the 
pantry  and  finding  Mike  looking 
around) — What  are  you  looking 
for? 

Mike— Nothing. 

Mrs.  Murphy — It's  in  the  old 
whiskey  bottle. 

— Stanford    Chaparral. 

*  *       * 

Jones:  Sorry,  old  man,  that  my 
hen  got  loose  and  scratched  up 
your  garden. 

Smith:  That's  all  right;  my  dog 
ate  your  hen. 

Jones:  Fine!  I  just  ran  over 
your  dog  and  killed  him.     — Witt. 

New  Method 

"Patrick, you  told  meyou  needed 
the  alcohol  to  clean  the  windows 
with,  and  here  I  find  you  drinking 
it." 

"Faith,  mum,  it's  a-drinking  it 
and  breathing  it  on  the  glass  Oi'm 
a-doing."  — Medley. 
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RADIO 


without 
without 
without 


BATTERIES 
CHEMICALS 
AERIAL   * 


The  Model  illustrated  is 

Type    220 — with   Special 

"ROGERS  SYMPHONY 

SPEAKER" 


Operates     from 

your  house 

light  current, 

either  25  or  60 

cycles 


BUILT  AS  A   UNIT— OPERATED   AS  A   UNIT— 

A  complete,  compact  instrument — scientifically  correct  in  design  and  construction — simple  in  operation 

*With  a  record  of  DEPENDABILITY  and  PROVEN  PERFORMANCE 
in  thousands  of  Canadian  Homes ! 


EARLY  last  year  "ROGERS-BATTER YLESS"  pioneered  the 
field  of  Radio  enjoyment  without  the  use  of  batteries,  chemi- 
cals or  aerial.  Tired  of  fussy,  messy  batteries  and  fickle 
reception  radio  owners  turned  with  enthusiasm  to  "ROGERS- 
BATTERYLESS."  Radio  skeptics  and  hesitants  recognized  in 
"ROGERS-BATTERYLESS"  what  they  had  been  waiting  for. 
From  all  parts  of  Canada  have  come  letters  of  appreciation  and 
records  of  long  distance  reception,   proving  the  exceptional  ability 


Made  in  Canada 


♦Write  to-day  for  EVIDENCE — A  collection  of  letters  from  owners  who   have 
proven  the  dependability  and  outstanding  performance  of  "ROGERS-BATTERY- 
LESS" Sets,  in  daily  operation  under  varying  conditions  throughout  Canada. 
"ROGERS-BATTERYLESS"  Radio  Sets  are  housed  in  6nely  finished  cabinets 


and  convenience  of  "ROGERS-BATTERYLESS."  Here  is  a 
Receiving  Set  for  those  seeking  the  fullest  enjoyment  that  Radio 
may  bring,  with  the  assurance  of  consistently  powerful  and  uniform 
performance — -and  the  utmost  in  convenience.  "ROGERS- 
BATTERYLESS"  has  opened  the  door  to  complete  Radio  satisfac- 
tion in  thousands  of  homes,  and  may  in  yours  too.  Ask  the  selected 
dealer  near  you  for  a  demonstration  in  your  home.     Then  judge. 


Any  wall  plug 
or  lamp  socket 
in  your  home 

will  operate 
"  Roger  s- 
Batteryless" 


of  artistic  design,  that  will  harmonize  with  any  decorative  scheme.  Prices  range 
from  $140  to  $395  complete.  (Slightly  higher  West  of  Fort  William.)  If  you  do 
not  know  the  "ROGERS-BATTERYLESS"  dealer  near  you,  please  write  us  for 
his  name. 


STANDARD  RADIO  MANUFACTURING  CORPORATION,  LIMITED,  TORONTO 

Creators  and  Sole  Manufacturers  of  '•ROGERS-BATTERYLESS"  Radio  Sets 
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(Continued  from  page  21) 

Lane  thought  a  bit.  "But  when  we 
reach  Bergaria,  wherever  it  is — don't 
they  know  the  real  Prince?" 

"Not  they.  He  spent  most  of  his  life 
in  Paris,  you  know." 

"I  can  guess,"  said  Lane. 

The  car  stopped.  'The  evening  be- 
gins," she  said.  They  stepped  out  before 
a  brightly-lighted  entrance. 

Once  inside.  Lane  found  that  no  one 
seemed  to  notice  him.  With  the  excep- 
tion of  Lady  Marsh  and  a  handful  of 
other  women  who  had  been  pushed  off 
into  a  corner,  the  assembly  was  composed 
of  men.  These  immediately  surrounded 
the  Princess. 

The  only  man  who  seemed  to  take  no 
interest  in  her  was  one  in  a  white  cassock. 
He  strolled  over  to  Lane. 

"Dulce  et  decorum  est  pro  patria 
mori"   said    Lane   in   his    best    Bergarian. 

"Huh!"  commented  the  other.  "Here 
y'are."  And  he  dropped  a  wedding-ring 
into  Lane's  hand. 

A  number  of  people  began  to  push 
Lane  about.  He  held  tightly  to  his 
watch  and  bill-fold  until  they  let  him 
come  to  rest  at  the  back  of  the  white  and 
gold  ball-room. 

Someone  was  playing  Sir  Beverly 
Marsh's  pipe  organ,  playing  all  the  usual 
ones  for  a  wedding:  MendelssohnVSpring 
Song,"  the  Dvorak  "  Humoresque," 
Tschaikowsky's  "Autumn,"  "The  Ros- 
ary," Elgar's-  "Salut  d'Amour,"  Rubin- 
stein's Melody  in  F,  Nevin's  "O  That 
We  Two  Were  Maying." 

An  oldish  man  crowded  up  beside  Lane. 
The  bogus  Prince  noticed  that  all  the 
men  guests  were  oldish  men  and  of  the 
recently-become-wealthy  variety. 

"I'm  detailed  as  groom's  man,"  the 
newcomer  said  without  much  show  of 
enthusiasm.  "I'll  carry  the  ring."  He 
kept  looking  back  at  the  knot  of  men  from 
which  he  had  just  come.  The  centre  of 
this  knot  was  the  bride-to-be. 

"This  is  a  queer  enough  wedding," 
thought   Lane.     He   wondered   if   he   had 


Oh,  Once  There  Was  a  Princess! 

been  run  over  back  there  on  the  street 
and  whether  for  the  last  hour  he  had 
been  going  about  dead  without  knowing 
it.  That  would  be  something  new.  But 
how  could  he  tell  Mound  about  it.  He 
decided  against  being  dead. 

The  music  became  unmistakably 
"Lohengrin."  The  oldish  man  took  him 
in  tow  and  they  were  under  way  for 
the  other  end  of  the  ball-room.  They 
brought  up  finally  before  the  man  with 
white  cassock.  Presently  with  a  diaphon- 
ous  flutter  the  Princess  was  beside  Lane. 
They  knelt. 

The  man  in  the  white  cassock  began  to 
read  from  a  little  book.  He  intoned 
slowly:  "Zystos,  zyster,  zyst."  He 
paused.  "Zylonite  zylol  zyloidin  zyloid," 
he  intoned. 

"Isn't  the  Bergarian  language  beauti- 
ful" whispered  the  Princess. 

"Odd  that  he  should  read  it  out  of  a 
vest  pocket  dictionary,"  whispered  Lane, 
peering  up  at  the  book. 

"Zylogen,"  continued  the  holy  man, 
"zylobalsamum,  zylene?" 

He  paused  and  looked  at  Lane: 
"Zylobalsamum,    zylene?"     he    repeated. 

"Beezonk,"  Lane  replied. 

The  holy  man  looked  at  the  Princess, 
"zylobalsamum,  zylene?"  he  asked  her. 

"Beezonk,"  replied  the  Princess. 

"Well!  well!"  thought  Lane. 

The  Princess  extended  her  left  hand. 
Lane  thought  it  certainly  was  a  pretty 
little  hand.     So  delicate!     Like  a  petal! 

"Hurry  with  the  ring,"  whispered  the 
man  in  the  white  cassock. 

Lane  looked  hurriedly  to  his  best  man. 
That  worthy  was  gaping  in  open- 
mouthed  adoration  at  the  Princess. 
"Hurry  with  the  ring,"  nudged  Lane. 

The  ceremony  was  over.  Lane  turned 
to  salute  the  bride,  but  twenty  guests 
crowded  in  before  him. 

"Oh,  well!"  he  said,  looking  at  his  watch. 
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He  went  back  unnoticed  to  the  edge  of 
the  crowd;  waited  there  for  them  to  come 
and  sign  the  papers.  But  the  Princess 
seemed  to  be  talking  to  every  man.  She 
slipped  here  and  there  among  the  guests. 
Lane  caught  up  to  her.  "Aren't  you 
going  to  sign  the  papers  and  things?" 
he  asked. 

"Wait  a  bit,"  she  said.  "I'm  collecting 
money  for  the  Bergarian  expedition.  I'm 
getting  some  that  was  promised  a  week 
ago." 

A  little  later  he  saw  her  go  over  to  an 
anteroom  with  Sir  Beverly  Marsh. 
From  the  doorway  the  knight  glanced 
back  over  his  shoulder  to  see  if  Lady 
Marsh  were  looking. 

Lane  hurried  after  them.  "They  may 
want  me  to  sign  some  papers  or  some- 
thing," he  said  insincerely. 

Then  the  man  in  the  white  cassock 
came  running.  "Where's  the  Princess?" 
he  gasped. 

Lane  pointed.  The  man  ran  in  and 
immediately  ran  out  again  with  the  bride. 

"The  bulls  are  breaking  in  the  front 
door,"  he  cried  excitedly.  Lane  saw  the 
helmets  of  two  policemen. 

The  Princess  curtseyed  to  Lane. 
"We'll  be  starting  on  our  honeymoon 
now,"  she  said.  She  flitted  away  and 
was  back  in  an  instant  with  a  small 
satchel  and  a  cloak. 

"This  way,"  said  the  holy  man.  They 
hurried  along  a  hall  and  into  a  room  with 
one  window.  The  Princess  switched  off 
the  lights.  The  man  opened  the  window, 
crawled  through  and  dropped  to  the 
ground.  The  woman  followed.  "Hurry," 
she  called  to  Lane.  He  dropped  to  the 
ground  beside  her. 

An  electric  torch  flashed  its  beam  upon 
them.  A  voice  called:  "Hands  up." 
Policemen!  Something  gleamed  in  the 
holy  man's  hand,  it  spat  flame  and  a  sharp 
sound.  The  light  went  out — tinkling. 
The  Princess  and  Lane  were  racing  along 
an  alley. 

(Continued  on  page  46) 


"George,  I  was  very  naughty  to-day.     I  ate  a  piece  of  bread." 
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Said  the  Bright  Child: 

"Pop,  what  thirteen  lettters  mean  a  Canadian 
newspaper  having  the  largest  morning  circulation  in  the 
Dominion,  a  publication  that  is  esteemed  for  the  authen- 
ticity, sanity  and  completeness  of  its  reports,  admired 
for  its  stand,  which  is  invariably  impartial  as  far  as  is 
consistent  with  character  and  a  strong  personality,  and 
lastly  read  thoroughly  on  account  of  the  highly  developed 
knack  of  being  truly  interesting?" 

But  the  bright  child  was  not  so  bright  after  all, 
or  he  would  have  noticed  in  the  first  place  that  of  course 
his  father  was  reading 
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MR.  AND  MRS.  HADDOCK  IN 
PARIS,  FRANCE.  By  Donald 
Ogden  Stewart.    Harper's. 

TURNING  out  a  classic  is 
hard  enough  in  itself,  but 
repeating  the  job  is  well-nigh 
impossible.  In  "Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Haddock  Abroad,"  Donald  Ogden 
Stewart  tore  off  one  of  the  cleverest 
mixtures  of  nonsense  and  satire 
in  many  years.  "Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Haddock  in  Paris,  France,"  is,  of 
course,  an  attempt  to  carry  on  the 
good  work  for  a  return  game,  and 
in  great  measure  it  is  a  success. 

In  this  sequel  the  Haddocks 
actually  do  get  to  Paris  (France). 
They  start  out  to  "do"  Paris  just 
as  fast  and  as  thoroughly  as  the 
Jenkinses  did.  "What  a  Jenkins 
did  a  Haddock  can  do,"  says  Mr. 
Haddock.  The      Jenkinses,      it 

appears,  did  all  Paris  in  four  days, 
and  "looked  at  every  picture  in 
the  Louvre"  into  the  bargain,  and 
that  includes  the  frames.  Mr. 
Haddock's  surmise  is  that  on 
roller-skates,  allowing  for  wind 
and  unfavourable  weather  con- 
ditions, they  should  be  able  to  do 
the  Louvre  in  five  days,  provided 
of  course,  that  they  were  allowed 
to  sleep  in  the  building.  This  dis- 
couraging information  led  Mrs. 
Haddock  to  suggest  the  Bastille  as 
something  easier. 

"That  ought  to  be  pretty  easy," 
sneered  little  Mildred,  "because 
there  isn't  any  Bastille." 

Until  the  time  when  the  Had- 
docks are  actually  established  in 
their  hotel,  the  tone  of  the  book 
follows  pretty  closely  that  started 
in  its  predecessor,  but  about  this 


time  a  remarkable  change  takes 
place.  Mr.  Haddock  begins  to 
turn  philosopher,  and  the  reader 
begins  to  suspect  that  a  lot  of  his 
foolish  remarks  in  the  past  were 
perhaps  deliberate  wise-cracks. 
This  is  a  startling  metamorphosis, 
as  it  requires  a  complete  recapitu- 
lation on  our  part.  We  must 
watch  this  fellow  Haddock  more 
closely.  The  man  whom  we  have 
grown  accustomed  to  regard  as  a 
clown  may  perhaps  be  alluding  to 
some  great  and  fundamental  facts 
in  his  lightest  foolishment.  In 
short,  it  is  a  different  Mr.  Haddock. 
Hattie,  too,  and  even  little  Mildred 
feel  the  new  influence  and  the  whole 
party  is  gradually  so  altered  that 
toward  the  end  of  the  book  there 
is  little  or  no  clowning.  In  its  place 
there  is  humor  of  a  more  sober 
sort  and  a  certain  amount  of  in- 
sight into  the  soul  of  the  middle- 
class  business  man.  Mr.  Haddock 
becomes  frightfully  serious  about 
life  and  what  it  is  all  about. 

Taken  as  a  whole,  "Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Haddock  in  Paris,  France," 
has  not  the  champagne-like  quality 
of  the  earlier  book,  but  contains 
many  passages  which  are  superior. 
You  will  enjoy  it. 

MY  MORTAL  ENEMY.  By 
Willa  Cather.  Toronto.  The 
Macmillan  Company  of  Canada. 

MISS  CATHER  is  above  all 
things  an  artist,  and  "My 
Mortal  Enemy"  has  been  con- 
ceived by  its  author  as  a  whole 
so  comprehensively  that  it  is  less 
a  novel  than  a  complete  picture 
and  a  study  of  an  unusual  woman. 
The  portrait  is  a  tragic  one,  painted 


in  rich,  dark  tones,  and  character- 
ized by  touches  of  sympathetic 
understanding. 

An  outline  of  the  plot  would  add 
little  to  the  reader's  appreciation 
of  the  book,  and  for  the  same 
reason  would  detract  nothing  from 
its  enjoyment.  Myra  Henshawe, 
the  central  figure,  is  sketched  from 
middle  life  until  her  death.  The 
lines  are  drawn  so  faithfully  that 
her  girlhood,  by  inference,  is  made 
as  clear  as  her  later  life.  She  was 
not  an  extraordinary  woman,  but 
Miss  Cather's  graphic  pen  has 
made  her  stand  out  with  such 
conviction  and  has  made  so  heroic 
a  figure  of  her  that  the  impression 
of  Myra  Henshawe  that  one 
carries  away  is  stronger  than  that 
which  one  entertains  for  many 
close  acquantances.  Yet  it  has 
been  managed  without  the  use  of 
exaggeration    or   caricature. 

In  addition  to  the  study  of 
Myra  herself,  there  is  a  back- 
ground strong  in  the  atmosphere 
of  a  generation  that  is  past. 
Indeed,  the  whole  novel  is  con- 
ceived more  in  the  manner  of  the 
nineties  than  of  our  own.  In  the 
short  one  hundred  and  twenty-two 
pages  there  is  probably  more 
craftsmanship  and  excellently  re- 
strained writing  than  is  found  in 
many  of  even  the  best  full-length 
novels  of  our  day. 

A  word  must  be  said  for  the 
beauty  of  the  binding  and  format, 
which  are  so  in  keeping  with  the 
story  that  we  plunge  immediately 
into  the  atmosphere  which  sur- 
rounds us  later. 

(Continued  on  page  37) 
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AN  old-timer  is  one  who  can 
remember  the  days  when 
dance  records  had  no  vocal 
choruses.  To-day  the  vogue  of  the 
vocal  chorus  has  resulted  in  several 
new  types  of  dance  music  record- 
ings. There  is  the  record  in  which 
the  words  are  inane,  in  which  case 
the  voices  are  good;  there  is  the 
instance  of  the  clever  verses,  in 
which  case  the  voices  are  terrible; 
there  is  the  horrible  example  of 
both  voices  and  verses  being 
poisonous;  and  lastly,  and  not 
infrequently,  we  come  upon  the 
record  in  which  clever  words  are 
poured  into  our  grateful  ears  by  the 
medium  of  vocal  chords  that  would 
melt  the  heart  of  Hard-hearted 
Hannah  herself,  to  say  nothing  of 
Hard-to-Get  Gertie. 


THE  Yacht  Club  Boys,  whose 
infectious  tonal  gifts  made 
even         elderly  spinsters 

enthusiastic  over  the  slightly  sin- 
ful words  of  "Little  Red  Riding 
Hood"  last  month,  are  on  deck 
again  with  "Oogel,  Oogel  Oo" 
(charming  sentiment)  and  "The 
Vulgar  Boatman"  (Brunswick). 
The  first  is  a  tale  of  a  monkey 
Romeo  who  discovered  a  plausible 
relationship  between  himself  and 
a  honeymooning  couple.  The 
second  uses  the  theme  of  the 
Volga  Boatmen  for  purposes  of 
nonsense.  Both  have  wonderful 
time. 

My  delightful  partner  at  bridge 
last  night  who  has  a  penchant  for 
humming  "Mary  Lou"  alternated 
with  "Mandy"  (no  signal  in- 
tended). With  all  due  respect  to 
my  partner's  voice  I  prefer  the 
rendering  given  the  song  by  Al 
Handler  and  his  Alamo  Hotel  Cafe 
Orchestra  (if  these  names  keep 
getting  longer  they'll  have  to 
include  the  phone  numbers).  He 
handles  "Cryin*  for  the  Moon"  to 
the  same  degree  of  satisfaction  in 
these  quarters  (Columbia). 


PAUL  WHITEMAN  may  be 
relied  upon  to  produce  records 
which  have  melody,  rhythm 
and  delightful  orchestration.  He 
has  taken,  "When  the  Red,  Red 
Robin  Comes  Bob,  Bob,  Bobbin' 
Along"  (Victor)  and  produced  a 
really  beautiful  effect  by  the  use  of 
flutes.  The  vocal  accompaniment 
is  of  the  happy  variety  mentioned 
last  above.  On  the  reverse, 
"Trudy,"  reputed  to  be  dedicated 
to  Miss  Ederle,  swims  into  our 
appreciation  on  waves  of  melody. 
The  nautical  theme  introduced  is 
peppy. 

THE  A  and  B  Battery  Boys 
(Apex)  have  bust  out  again 
with  two  new  records.  They 
are  "Barcelona"  with  "That's 
Why  I  Love  You"  on  the  back 
and  "I'm  Walking  Around  in 
Circles"  with  "Bye-Bye,  Black- 
bird." "Barcelona"  is  the  best, 
as  it  gives  the  boys  an  opportunity 
to  work  in  a  lot  of  comedy  which 
goves  over  well.  "Bye-Bye, 
Blackbird"  is  not  so  new  now,  is  it? 
Still  the  crowd  sang  it  while 
Sharkey  was  gently  pushing  Harry 
Wills  off  the  map,  which  should 
give  it  a  new  lease  of  life. 


WHILE  we  are  temporarily 
off  the  subject  of  dance 
records  let  us  mention 
the  two  new  gypsy  tunes  by  the 
A.  and  P.  Gypsies,  "The  Wand- 
erer" and  "Variations  on  the 
Theme  of  'A  Dark  Night'  ' 
(Brunswick).  These  are  tunes 
filled  with  wild  abandon  but  they 
have  an  undercurrent  of  tragedy. 
They  have  the  power  to  conjure  up 
pictures.  Especially  fine  in  this 
regard  is  "The  Wanderer"  which 
finishes  with  a  few  bars  in  slow 
time  which  are  deep,  resonant  and 
altogether   beautiful. 

Two  selections  among  the  clas- 
sical   records    of    the    month    are 

'1812'  Overture  Solonelle,"  by 
Tchaikowsky,  played  by  Sir 
Henry  J.  Wood  and  the  New 
Queen's  Hall  Orchestra,  and  Felix 
Salmond's  violoncello  playing  of 
"Villanelie"  and  "Serenade  Es- 
pagnole."  The  former  is  one  of 
the  "Masterworks  Series  of  Col- 
umbia and  is  in  five  parts.  This 
method  of  producing  a  complete 
overture  undoubtedly  enhances  the 
entertainment  value  of  the  phono- 
graph and  the  clarity  of  the  new 
process  must  satisfy  the  most 
captious  music  lover.  The  solos, 
with  piano  accompaniment,  of 
Salmond  will  find  a  more  popular 
appeal  as  they  have  delightful 
melody  (Columbia). 


w 


"To-night's  My  Night  with  Baby!" 


ELL,  the  dance  orchestra 
has  come  back  after  the 
intermission  and,  unless 
I'm  mistaken,  that's  Waring's 
Pennsylvanians  ripping  off  "Bol- 
shevik" (Victor).  It  is,  and  the 
chorus  treats  us  to  a  lot  of  inter- 
esting information  about  Russia, 
'way  out  where  they  never  shave, 
"So  they  never  get  the  barber's 
itch."  Pretty.  One  of  the  best 
concessions  to  fidgety  feet  of  the 
month.  For  an  encore  they  play 
"Her  Beaus  Are  Only  Rainbows," 
which  is  good  of  its  kind. 

(Continued  on  page  37) 
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Consider  not  only  the 
price  you  pay  but  the 
wear,  style  and  personality 
you  obtain  and  you'll  find 
you  get  more  for  less  when 
you  buy  a  Brock. 
Brock  Hats  for  Autumn  in 
distinctive  shapes  and 
shades  are  now  on  display 
at  the  better  stores. 


*BROCK 


HAT 


A'CANADIAN  -  ACHIEVEMENT' 

The  Wolthausen  Hat  Corporation  Limited,  Brockville,  Ont. 
Also  makers  of  the  Wolthausen,  St.  Lawrence.  Peer  and  Horton  Hats 


Rouge  et  Noir 

{Continued  from  page  14) 

Queen's  by  any  special  arrange- 
ment in  any  degree  different  from 
that  of  any  other  student — which 
when  you  come  to  think  of  it  is 
really       nobody's       business- — one 


THE 

DIET  KITCHEN 

TEA  ROOMS 

72  and  80  WEST  BLOOR  ST. 

BREAKFAST 

LUNCHEON 

AFTERNOON  TEA 

DINNER 

Sunday  night  supper  will  be 
served  in  Annex  until  9.30 

Telephone:  R.  4382 


thing  is  sure:  he  has  given  and  is 
giving  as  much  to  Queen's  as 
Queen's  can  possibly  give  to  him. 
Queen's  and  the  Queen's  tradition 
will  be  the  better  for  having  had 
him  as  one  of  its  sons.  And  rugby 
is  honoured  because  he  played  it. 

It  was  really  la  belle  Suzanne 
that  got  me  writing  about  Bat- 
stone,  however  that  happened. 
Seeing  them  in  the  same  week  was 
the  cause.  It  suddenly  struck  me 
that  the  red  icicle  of  Canadian 
rugby  was  wonderfully  similar 
in  technique  to  the  black  flame  of 
French  tennis,  and  equally  effec- 
tive in  execution. 

You  know  what  the  rotogravure 
sections  of  the  last  few  years  and 
the  cabled  reports  of  her  tempera- 
mental eccentricities  had  led  us 
to  expect  in  Suzanne — a  cross 
between  a  bounding  springbok 
who  spent  most  of  her  time  in 
the  air  showing  her  lingerie  and 
a  prima  donna  who  threw  a  fit  of 


the  megrims  every  time  a  queen 
signified  her  intention  of  being 
present  at  a  tournament.  Well, 
she  may  have  been  an  enfant 
terrible  as  an  amateur  but  as  a 
professional  she  aims  to  please. 
She  was  positively  touching  in 
her  punctuality  for  each  game, 
and  in  her  ingenue  attitude  of 
being  just  a  little  girl  trying  to 
make  a  modest  mark  in  the  world. 

As  for  being  a  pyrotechnical 
Pavlowa  on  the  court — not  by 
the  length  of  her  very  modest 
skirt.  Grim,  tense,  restrained, 
hawklike,  Suzanne  played  the  back- 
line  against  the  much  more  spec- 
tacularly stroking  Mary  Browne 
and  licked  her  cold — simply  by  a 
terrific  application  to  the  business 
of  putting  the  balls  across  the  net 
as  neatly  and  with  as  little  waste 
of  energy  as  possible  on  her  part 
while  making  Mary  strain  to 
the  limit. 

Suzanne's  brilliance  is  a  matter 
of  poised  force.  Her  tennis  genius 
consists  in  a  powerfully  controlled 
restraint.  Of  course,  in  addition, 
she  has  considerable  skill  with  the 
racket. 


uanXiahzim 


Niagara  Falls  Tourists  Prefer 
This  Buffalo  Hotel 

CANADIANS  like  the  home-like  comfort 
of  this  modern,  fire-proof  hotel,  with 
its  complete  service,  attractive  outside 
rooms  and  excellent  cuisine. 

Hotel  Lenox  is  not  too  large  for  personal 
attention  to  guests — 250  rooms.  Quietly 
situated,  convenient  to  shops,  clubs  and 
theatres.  The  rates  are  moderate — 32.00 
to  25.00  per  day  for  single  rooms;  23.00  to 
27.00  per  day  for  double  rooms. 

Special  taxi  service  to  the  Hotel.  Ask 
the  VanDyke  Agent  at  the  Station  or 
Wharf. 

Motorists  follow  Main  Street  or  Dela- 
ware Avenue  to  North  Street. 
On  the  Empire  and  Great  Lakes  Tours. 
Write  for  FREE  Road  Guides,  Maps 
and  Hotel  Booklet. 

HOTEL  LENOX 

North  St.  just  west  of  Delaware  Ave. 

BUFFALO,  N.  Y. 
CLARENCE  A.  MINER,  President 
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Something  New 

by  the 

Oldest  Manufacturer  of 

Cutlery  in  the  World 


NOT  A  WAFER  BLADE 

Heavy,    Curved    and    Double -Edged 

It  fits  all   razors  in  which 
the  blade  has  to  be  curved 

Created  by  the  Wade  &  Butcher  Cor- 
poration in  answer  to  the  insistent  demand 
of  the  public  for  real  shaving  edges. 

Its  points  of  superiority  are:  highest 
grade  steel,  three  times  as  thick — not  a 
wafer  blade,  it  won't  crack  when  curved — 
hardened,  oil-tempered,  hollow-ground, 
honed  and  whetted  in  good  old  Sheffield 
fashion  to  a  superior  shaving  edge. 

The  culmination  of  two  hundred  years 
of  experience  and  skill  during  which  Wade 
&  Butcher  have  held  a  world-wide  reputa- 
tion as  saying  the  last  word  in  shaving 
edges. 

"Ask  your  dealer  about  them" 

Wade  &  Butcher  (Canada)  Ltd. 

50  Pearl  St.,  Toronto 
Factories:     Sheffield,    Paris,    Jersey    City 


Attorney:  And  where  did  you  see 
him  milking  the  cow? 

Witness:  A  little  past  the  centre. 

—  Witt. 

*        *        * 

Mistress:  Mary,  your  young  man 
has  an  air  of  braggadocio  about 
him. 

0  Mary:  Yis,  pore  lad;  he  worruks 
in_a  livery  stable. — Jack  o'  Lantern. 


BABYS 

OWN 

SOAP 


Best 


Particular 

Nurse  (to  mother  in  dispensary): 
Do  you  use  baby  talc  on  your 
child? 

Mother  (formerly  a  school  tea- 
cher): No,  indeed!  We  use  only 
the   very   best   English   in   talking 

to   him.  — Punch  Bowl. 

*  *        * 

Shocking 

Parent:  "Daughter,  now  don't 
forget  your  forefathers." 

Child:  "Why    mother!  you    old 

polygamist." — Denison     Flamingo. 

*  *        * 

Author:  What  do  you  think  of 
this  story?  Give  me  your  honest 
opinion. 

Editor:   It's  not  worth  anything. 

Author:   I     know,    but    tell    me 

anyway.  — Washington  Dirge. 

*  #        * 

"Justice!  I  demand  justice!" 
cried  the  defendant. 

The  Judge:  "Hush.  Don't  forget 
that  you  are  in  a  Court  of  Law!" 

— Der  Knueppcl  (Berlin). 

*  *        * 

Baby:  Googly  ikkle  wopple 
zump. 

Fond  Mother:  Yes,  dear,  that's 
the  public  library. 

-M.I.T.  Voo  Doo. 

*  *        * 

"Excuse  me,  sir;  my  box,  I 
think.  Box  'A,'  first  tier,  you 
know. 

"First    ere    be    blowed — we    bin 

'ere  nearly  'alf  an    hour." — Gaiety. 

*  *        * 

"I  want  a  pencil." 
"Hard  or  soft?" 
"Soft.    It  is  for  writing   a  love- 
letter!"  —PelcMele  (Paris). 

*  *        * 

Did  She! 

Doctor:  Did  your  wife  say  any- 
thing before  she  died? 

The  Widower:  Yes,  she  talked 
uninterruptedly   for   fifty   years. 

— Answers. 

*  *        * 

Modesty 

Master:  I  never  knew  a  person 
could  get  so  much  noise  out  of 
one  piano. 

Tyro:  Aw,  's  nothin'.  Just 
beginner's  luck. 

— Harvard  Lampoon. 

*  *        * 

Professor  (in  music  8) :  What 
is  the  motive  in  that  composition 
of  Tzychinosky's  I  just  played? 

Voice  from  Rear:  Sounded  like 
revenge.  — Penn  State  Froth. 


"So  you  want  to 
get  married,  eh?" 

"That's  fine!  I'm  glad  to  hear  it.  But  you 
know,  Tom,  just  wanting  to  get  married  is  not 
enough  to  justify  an  increase  in  salary. 

"Don't  depend  on  sentiment,  or  on  any  man's 
favor,  to  bring  you  the  salary  increases  you  need 
so  badly.  Study  your  work — learn  to  know  more 
about  it  than  the  other  men  in  your  department — 
and  you  won't  have  to  come  to  me  for  an  increase 
in  salary. 

"Why  don't  you  take  up  a  home  study  course 
with  the  International  Correspondence  Schools? 
It's  been  the  making  of  Joe  Browning  and  Dick 
Roberts  and  some  of  the  other  men  around  here." 

Employers  in  every  line  of  business  are  begging 
for  men  with  ambition,  men  who  really  want  to 
get  ahead  in  the  world  and  are  willing  to  prove  it 
by  training  themselves  to  do  some  one  thing  well. 

You're  ambitious.  You  want  to  get  ahead. 
Then  don't  turn  this  page  until  you  have  clipped 
the  coupon,  marked  the  line  of  work  you  want 
to  follow  and  mailed  it  to  Montreal  for  full 
particulars. 

Marking  the  coupon  is  simply  the  act  of  in- 
vestigation— in  justice  to  yourself  you  can't 
afford  to  do  less — and  it  doesn't  obligate  you  in 
the  least. 

The  I.C.S.  system  of  correspondence  instruction 
has  been  conducted  in  Canada,  the  United  States, 
Great  Britain  and  throughout  the  English-speaking 
world  for  more  than  a  third  of  a  century. 

Write  for  Free  Booklet 

TEAR  OUT  HERE 

INTERNATIONAL   CORRESPONDENCE 

SCHOOLS  CANADIAN,   LIMITED 
Department  1987-B.  Montreal,  Canada 

Without  cost  or  obligation,  please  send  me  full  In- 
formation about  the  subject  before  wijicb  I  have 
marked  "X"  In  the  list  below : 

BUSINESS  TRAINING   DEPARTMENT 

□  Business  Management       □  French 

□  Industrial  Management     □Salesmanship 

□  Personnel  Organization      □Advertising 

□  Traffic  Management  □Better  Letters 

□  Banking  &  Banking  Law    □  Foreign  Trade 

□  Aceountaney  □Show  Card  Lettering 

□  Nicholson  Cost  Acc'ting     □Stenography  &  Typing 

□  Bookkeeping  □  Common.Sch'lSubjectS 

□  Business  English  □High  School  Subjects 
□Private  Secretary                □  Illustrating 
□Spanish                                Q  Cartooning 
TECHNICAL  and  INDUSTRIAL  DEPARTMENT 

□  Electrical  Engineering       □  Architect 

□  Electric  Ligh  t  ing  □  Contractorand  Builder 

□  Electrical  Wiring  □  Architect '1  Draftsman 

□  Mechanical  Engineer  □  Concrete  Builder 

□  Mechanical  Draftsman      □  Structural  Engineer 

p  Machine  Shop  Practice      □  Plumbing  and  Heating 

□  Railroad  Positions  □Textile  Manufacturing 

□  Gas  Engine  Operating        □  Chemistry 

□  Civil  Engineering  □  Pharmacy 

□  Surveying and  Mapping    □Automobile  Work 

□  Min.Eng.or  Metallurgist  □  Navigation 

□  Steam  Engineer  □Agriculture  &  Poultry 

□  Radio  QMatbematlcs 

□  Airplane  Engines 

Name 

S-.recl 

Address , . 

City Prov 

Occupation 

IS  name  of  Course  you  want  is  not  in  the  above  list. 
please  explain  your  needs  in  a  letter. 

Abie  (who  has  cornered  a  burglar 
in  his  living  room) — Hands  up, 
or   I'll  shoot. 

Quick-Witted  Burglar— $5  for  de 
gat. 

Abie — Sold!  —Maniac. 
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Pity  the  Poor  Overworked  Student! 

A  Limerick  Contest  for  Everybody 


RULES 

(1)  Prizes  go  to  the  writer 
of  the  cleverest  and  most 
original  Limerick  about 
students. 

(2)  Last  lines  must  be  in 
our  hands  by  November 
28th. 

(3)  Results  will  be  pub- 
lished in  the  December 
number   of   GOBLIN. 

(4)  Members  of  the  firm 
may  not  win  prizes. 

(5)  Send  as  many  Lim- 
ericks as  you  wish. 


PRIZES 

First  Prize:    $20.00  if  win- 

ner    is     a     subscriber     to 

GOBLIN,    or   if 

he   sends 

in  a  subscriptior 

i  with  his 

contribution,  $10.00  if  not 

a  subscriber. 

Five    Prizes    of 

$2.00    to 

subscribers,     or 

$1.00     to 

non-subscribers. 

Subscriptions 

may     be 

sent  in  with  answers  by 

using   the   form   below. 

Oyez!  Oyez! 

Everyone  is  sorry  for  the  poor  boy  or  girl  who  has  to  study  so  hard  that 
even  Charleston  and  Black  Bottom  lessons  are  often  neglected.  Our  hearts  go 
out  to  the  dear  lads  and  lassies  who  often  do  not  know  where  their  next  yellow 
slicker  is  coming  from — and  when  our  hearts  are  touched  we  naturally  bust  out 
into  song. 

Write  a  Limerick  about  a  student  or  students  and  win  one  of  the  prizes — 
you  know — something  like  this: 

"There  was  a  young  student  named  Jones, 
Whose  medical  course  cause  him  groans; 

But  his  interest  in  rabbits 

Gave  place  to  his  habits 
Which  featured  the  "rolling  of  bones." 


LAST  MONTH'S  WINNERS 


The  contest  last  month,  which 
was  one  of  choosing  the  best  eight 
of  the  articles, sketches,  verses, etc., 
in  the  October  issue  and  placing 
them  in  the  order  nearest  that 
which  the  popular  vote  showed, 
was  won  by  Miss  Helen  E.  Reid, 
384  Delaware  Avenue,  Toronto. 


HOW  THEY  RANKED 

1 .  "Epilogue  on  Jack  Dempsey," 
by  Frederick  Griffin. 

2.  Cover     design,     by     Lawson 
Wood. 

3.  "Grapes,"  by  Gregory  Clark. 

4.  "The   Woe   of   Heaven,"     by 
J.  E.  McDougall. 

5.  "St.    Michael's   Verdict,"    by 
K.  J.  M. 

6.  The  Contest  itself. 

7.  Sketch    by    Ross    Fisher    on 
page  1  5. 

8.  "These    Naughty    Kids,"    by 
John  Coulthard. 


The  five  second  prizes  were  won 
by  Mr.  D.  M.  Halliday,  Toronto; 
Mr.  L.  McKechnie,  Toronto;  Miss 
Laura  Crowther,  137  5th  Avenue 
East,  North  Bay;  George  W. 
Lyon,  629  Clyde  Street,  Pitts- 
burgh; and  Mr.  G.  G.  Pepper, 
Queen  Alexandra  Sanitorium,  R.R. 
7,  London,  Ont. 
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Books 

(Continued from  page  32) 
JESOP    IN    VERSE.       By    J.    E.     commends 
Wether  ell.      Toronto:    Macmillan 
Co.  of  Canada. 

THIS  is  a  sugar-coated  version 
of  the  classic  fables, 
addressed  primarily  to  child- 
ren, and  except  for  the  fact 
that  there  is  a  certain  facility  in 
rhyme,  Mr.  ./Esop  is  not  particu- 
larly honoured  by  this  new 
attention.  Perhaps  it  will  widen 
his  popularity  among  the  youngest 
younger  set,  but  it  is  doubtful 
whether  the  charm  of  simplicity 
which  characterized  the  original 
fables  has  been  advantageously 
replaced  by  the  rhyming  of  Mr. 
Wetherell,  particularly  as  there  is 
nothing  innately  of  the  nursery 
about  the  new  lines. 


LYRICS  OF  EARTH.  By 
Archibald  Lampman.  Toronto: 
McClellan  and  Stewart.    $2.50. 

ANEW  volume  of  the  works 
of  Archibald  Lampman, 
who  has  taken  his  place 
among  the  hierarchy  of  the 
originators  of  Canadian  verse. 
The  principle  point  of  difference 
between  this  volume  and  earlier 
editions  of  Lampman's  works  is  the 
sympathetic  editing  of  Duncan 
Campbell  Scott,  whose  introduc- 
tion of  some  fifty  pages  is  informa- 
tive and  provides  an  interesting 
critique.  This  and  the  attractive 
mechanical  details  make  it  the 
best  and  most  truly  representative 
edition  of  Lampman  to  date. 

Lampman  was  primarily  a  crafts- 
man and  a  nature  poet.  As  such, 
his  appeal  to  the  average  audience 
of  to-day  is  limited.  With  Edna 
St.  Vincent  Millay  running,  red- 
headed and  irresponsible,  over  our 
delighted  sensibilities,  and  the  new 
freedom  of  form  which  character- 
izes our  present  writers  of  verse, 
Lampman  must  necessarily  seem 
Wordsworthian  by  contrast.  Here 
is  nothing  to  rend  the  heart, 
or  arouse  the  passions.  Here  is  no 
impudence,  or  offering  of  sub- 
stitutes for  immortality.  In  its 
place  there  is  a  quiet  dignity  which 


itself  to  the  academic 
soul.  In  Lampman  are  to  be  found 
lines  and  phrases  perfect  in 
structure,  and  chaste  as  the  time- 
honoured  halls  of  Old  Trinity 
College,  where  Lampman  studied 
and  wrote  his  earlier  verses. 

Lampman,  it  seems  to  me,  is  a 
poet  distinctly  for  the  mature 
mind,  and  when  it  comes  that  he 
is  included  in  the  curriculum  of 
our  schools,  it  will  be  a  mistake  un- 
less he  is  balanced  by  some  of  the 
works  of  poets  whose  sentiments 
are   more   palatable   to  youth,   for 

instance,   Bliss  Carman. 

*      *      * 

November  Disc  Release 

(Continued  from  page  33) 
ETTING       serious        for       a 
minute,    the      Utopia    Salon 
orchestra  rendering        of 

"Chanson  de  Florien"  and  "To  a 
Wild  Rose"  (Apex)  is  one  of  those 
discs  which  you  will  find  in  your 
collection  many  years  hence — and 
enjoy  all  over  again.  It  has  a 
mellowness  and  restraint  that 
commend  it  to  the  jaded  taste. 

EVEN  in  this  chilly  weather  no 
home  should  be  without 
"Any  Ice  To-day,  Lady" 
(Brunswick)  touchingly  put  over 
by  Ben  Selvin  and  his  orchestra. 
In  it  the  vendor  of  "Eskimo 
Water"  puts  on  a  sales  talk  which 
is  recommended  to  the  insurance 
and  bond  boys.  "She  Knows  Her 
Onions,"  next  door,  is  better 
known.  It  is  a  jazzy  syncopated 
and  sophisticated  offering  which 
ranks  with  the  best  of  them. 

OTH  Apex  and  Brunswick 
have  recordings  of  "In  a 
Little  Garden,"  which  are 
quite  unalike.  The  Apex  version 
by  Lanin  and  his  orchestra  ("Baby 
Face"  by  the  Yankee  Six  on  the 
reverse)  is  light,  peppy  and  pretty, 
and  featured  by  nice  rhythm.  The 
Brunswick,  by  Ernie  Golden  and 
his  Hotel  McAlpin  orchestra  is 
mellower  and  the  voices  are  better 
in  the  refrain.  "I  Wonder  What's 
Become  of  Joe"  with  it  is  nothing 
unusual. 


B 


FftOIIEirSlCKNESS 

— faintness,  stomach  disturbances 
and  dizziness  caused  by  Sea,  Train, 
A*o,  Air  or  Car  Travel.  Mother- 
sill's  will  promptly  end  all  forms 
of   Travel   Sickness.  jj 

75C  &  $1.50  at  Drug  Stores  or  direit 
The   Mothersill   Remedy  Co.,   Ltd. 
New  York       ^..    i . .  ^^  Montreal 

Paris  .^rtYLlk£r7>W  London 


SEASICK 


In  Use 


IRVING,  KAUFMAN  sings 
"Somebody's  Lonely"  (Apex) 
in  a  good  straight-forward  man- 
ner which  has  nothing  particularly 
to  recommend  it  unless  you  crave 
the  ballad  itself.  Arthur  Hall 
and  John  Ryan  on  the  same  disc 
are  a  little  peppier  with  "Hello, 
Aloha!"  if  you  still  like  the  tune. 
"Breezin'  Along  with  the  Breeze" 
— The  Master  Players — (Apex)  is 
snappy  and  has  a  fine  swing,  but 
"That's  Why  I  Love  You" — Lanin 
and  his  orchestra,  in  the  same  act 
— is  marred  by  Irving  Kaufman's 
"That's  Why  I  Lahve  Yoo!"  which 
is  not  so  good. 

W\I7HYDoYou  Roll  Those 
W  Eyes?"  (Victor)  is 
chiefly  good  on  account 
of  the  introduction  of  "Blowin'  the 
Blues  Away"  from  "Americana." 
The  banjo  work  here  would  make 
the  statue  of  a  city  father  in  the 
park  shuffle  down  off  his  base. 
"Me  Too"  on  the  reverse  is  the 
type  of  air  which  threatens  to 
become  a  nusiance. 

Columbia  are  offering  a  whisper- 
ing specialist  in  their  Whispering 
Pianist,  Art  Gillham.  He  lacks  the 
personality  of  Jack  Smith  and  is 
inclined  to  be  a  bit  unctuous,  but 
he  plays  the  piano — and  how! 
His  two  current  offerings,  "Hello, 
Little  Girl  of  My  Dreams"  and  "I 
Can't  Keep  You  out  of  My 
Dreams,"  are  very  similar.  They 
are  both  ideal  vehicles  for  the 
demonstrations  of  the  clarity  of  the 
new   type   phonograph. 

(Continued  on  page  40) 
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Toot-toot! 

Reserve  '99:  So  your  boy  tutors 
for  a  living? 

Reserve   '00:  Yes. 

Reserve  '99:  What  subjects  does 
he  tutor? 

Reserve  '00:  Why  he's  a  tooter 
in  the  college  band.         — Red  Cat. 


BLEMISHES     f6 

yield  to  its  antiseptic 
action.  Permanent  de- 
fects are  concealed  by  a 
subtile  film  of  adorable 
beauty.  A  pure  skin  of 
exquisite  loveliness  is 
yours  thru  its  use. 

Made  in  White  -  Flesh  -  Rachel 

Send  10c.  for  Trial  Size 
Ferd.  T.  Hopkins &Son,  Montreal 


GoURAUDS 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 


Perfect 

Doctor:  "What    precautions  do 
you  take  against  microbes?" 

Patient:  "First  I  boil  the  water." 
"Yes,  and  then?" 
"I   sterilize  it." 
"Yes,  and  then?" 
"I  drink  whiskey."        - — Aussie. 
*        *        * 
Famous  Sayings 
"I  don't  know  where  I'm  going, 
but  I'm  on  my  way."— Columbus. 
"Keep  the  home  fires  burning." 

— Nero. 
"The    first    hundred    years    are 
the     hardest." — Methuselah. 
"Treat    'em   rough." 

-Henry     VIII. 
"Keep  your  shirt  on." 

— Queen  Elizabeth. 
"Don't  lose  your  head." 

— Queen  Mary. 
"The  bigger  they  are,  the  harder 
they     fall."  — David. 

"It  floats."  — Noah. 

"You   can't    keep   a    good    man 
down."  — Jonah. 

"I'm    strong    for    you,    kid." 

— Samson. 


The  Brute 

Young  Wife  (in  a  passion): 
I'm  going  home  to  my  mother!" 

Husband  (calmly):  "Very  good; 
here's  the  money  for  your  railway 
fare." 

Wife  (after  counting  it):  "But 
that  isn't  enough  for  a  return 
ticket." 

— Boston  Evening  Telegraph. 


EARN  A  TRIP  TO  EUROPE 

Organizing  for  lowest  cost  tours 

37  DAYS  $295  60  DAYS  $490 

ALLEN  TOURS,    INC. 
238  Back  Bay    -     Boston,  Mass. 


ESTABLISHED    42   YEARS 
Quality  Still  Unequalled 

BURGER'S 
CANDIES 

Uptown  Store,  778  Yonge  St 
Downtown  Store,  92  Yonge  St 

Mail  Orders  and  City 
Deliveries,  Main  2908 
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Spend    Christmas 
in   England 

Share  in  all  the  joys  that  make  England's  Yuletide 
such  a  wonderful  festival.  Spend  Christmas  in  the 
Old  Land,   among  old  friends,  amidst  old    scenes. 

Sail  from  Saint  John  on  a  magnificent  Canadian 
Pacific  Liner  —  steady,  swift  and  luxuriously 
appointed. 

Regular  and  frequent  sailings  from  Saint  John 
between  now  and  Christmas  enable  you  to  time 
your  arrival  to  suit  your  own  convenience. 

Full  information  may  be  obtained  from  your  local 

steamship  agent,  or  write  any  office  of  the 

CANADIAN  PACIFIC  STEAMSHIPS 

Canadian  Pacific 

World's  Greatest  Travel  System 


Cultured 

"Have  you  ever  read  anything    about  Goethe?" 
"No,  but   I've  seen  the  play  about  getting  her 

garter."  — Cornell    Widow. 

*  *        * 

Strategy 

Farmer:   "What  are  you  doing  in  my  apple  tree?" 
Small  Boy:   "I  am  getting  my  balloon." 
Farmer:   "But  it  has  been  there  a  month!" 
Small  Boy:   "I   know — but  the  apples  were  not 

ripe  then."  — Fliegende  Blaetter,  Munich. 

*  #        * 

Terrible! 

Interviewer:  "Aren't  you  sometimes  frightened 
when  you  look  down  at  the  street  below  you?" 

Steeplejack:  "Yes.  Only  yesterday  I  thought 
sure  I  was  going  to  see  a  pedestrian  get  run  over." 

— Life,   New    York- 

*  *        * 

All  in  Favor? 

Heebe — Did  you  know  that  women  were  in  poli- 
tics many  thousands  of  years  ago? 

Jeebe — No;  where  did  you  get  that? 

Heebe — Well,  it  is  stated  that  Salome's  motion 
was  received  by  the  house  with  loud  applause. 

— Oregon  Orange  Owl. 

*  *        * 

Attaboy 

Dick:  "Wasn't  that  girl  offended  when  you  asked 
to  kiss  her  with  three  days'  growth  on  your  face.?" 

Jim:  "A  little,  but  she  came  up  to  the  scratch  be- 
fore I  left."  — Punch  Bowl. 
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Their  Own  Language 

It  happened  on  board  a  train. 
The  young  couple  in  the  front  seat 
had  just  been  engaged.  Behind 
them  sat  a  bachelor.  This  followed: 

Sweet  Young  Thing:  An'  'as  urns 
ickle  woogleums  a  kiss  for  his 
weetie   lovums? 

Bachelor:  Curse     these     derned 

foreigners.  — N.Y.U.  Medley. 

*  *        * 

Student  (being  arrested) — But, 
officer,  I'm  a  student! 

Officer — Ignorance  is  no  excuse. 

— Exchange. 

*  *        * 

"If  you  wore  your  garters  around 
your  neck,"  just  think  how  long 
your  socks  would  be!  ! 

— Octopus. 

*  *        * 

Criticism 

Cleo:  "What's  the  matter  with 
my  golf?" 

Marc:  "You  stand  too  close  to 
the  ball  after  hitting  it." 

— Masquer  ader. 

Bayer  Aspirin 
Proved  Safe 

Take  without  Fear  as  Told 
in  "Bayer"  Package 


Unless  you  see  the  "Bayer  Cross"  on 
package  or  on  tablets  you  are  not  get- 
ting the  genuine  Bayer  Tablets  of  As- 
pirin proved  safe  by  millions  and  pre- 
scribed by  physicians  over  twenty-five 
years  for 


Colds 
Neuritis 
Toothache 
Neuralgia 
Each  unbroken 


Headache 
Lumbago 
Rheumatism 
Pain,  Pain 


15^perpk£ 


THE  TOBACCO  OF  QUALITY 


Manufactured  bif  Imperial  Tobacco  Co. of  Canada  .Limited. 


'Bayer"  package  con- 
tains proven  directions.  Handy  boxes  of 
twelve  tablets  cost  few  cents.  Drug- 
gists  also   sell    bottles   of   24    and    100. 


None  but  the  Educated 

"An'  he  says  to  me,  'Say,  bud, 
wot  college  did  ya  come  from? 
And  I  looks  kinda  sneery  like 
an'  I  says,  'Say  guy,  do  I  look  like 
a  reg'lar  bum?" — N.Y.U.    Medley. 

Actor  (taking  a  walk,  in  the 
country) — Hello,  little  girl,  could 
you  get  me  a  drink?  I'm  thirsty. 
You  see  I'm  an  actor  and  am  not 
used  to  long  walks. 

Girl  (who  is  milking  a  cow) — 
MAW!  There's  a  man  out  here 
says  he's  an  actor  and  he  wants  a 
drink. 

The  MAW— hctor,  did  you  say? 
You  come  right  in  the  house  and 
bring  the  cow  in  with  you. 

—  Texas  Ranger. 

"Do  you   take  lodgers?" 
"Yes.    What  lodge  to  you  belong 

to?"  — Yellow  Jacket. 

*  *        * 

He — Didn't  I  see  you  taking  a 
tramp  through  the  woods  yester- 
day? 

She — The  idea!  That  was  my 
father. 

— Washington   Cougar  s  Paw. 

*  *        # 

Maw — You  didn't  eat  your  sec- 
ond piece  of  pie! 

Guest— No— B.V.D. 

Maw — What  do  you  mean — B. 
V.D? 

Guest — One  piece  suits. 

—Kittykat. 


Wonderful,  Holmes! 

Hobo:  Dis  must  be  a  collitch 
town — they  ain't  a  cigar  butt  on 
the  street.         — Wabash  Caveman. 

*        *        * 

Hoot  Mon! 

Q.  Why  does  the  Scotchman 
love  the  thistle? 

A.   Because    it  holds    tight    to 

everything.  — Banter. 


Run! 
Get 

Some 


WRIGLEYS 

satisfies  the  desire  for 
sweets,  helps  make  strong 
healthy  teeth,  removes 
particles  of  food  from 
teeth  crevices,  and  aids 
digestion.  So  it  is  a 
wonderful  help  to  health. 
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Home  and  Mother 

{Continued  from  page  16) 
through  the  Postal  Guide  to  the 
Southern  States  for  new  place- 
names.  Enter  Mrs.  Brown,  who 
has  just  finished  washing  the 
dishes. 

Mrs.    B.      Hon! 

Ted:      Yeah. 

Mrs.  B.  Hon,  where  we  goin' 
for  our  vacation  this  year? 

Ted:  I  dunno — Old  Orchard, 
I  guess,  if  I  got  the  jack.  That's 
a  live  dump! 

Mrs.  B:  Uh-huh.  Say,  hon, 
Mae  has  wrote  me  and  says  there's 
going  to  be  a  Old  Home  week  in 
Wangubsurg,  and  that  all  the 
old  bunch  is  dyin'  to  see  us — a 
specially  now  that  you're  so  fa- 
mous, and  have  written  so  many  big 
hits.  It  does  seem  an  age  since 
we  was  back,  and  I  — 

Ted:  What?  How  do  you  get 
that  way?  Me  waste  my  vacation 
in  that  neck  of  the  woods?  Say, 
do  I  look  like  I  gone  coocoo  or 
something?  Them  hicks  don't 
know  they're  alive.  If  they  had 
a  go-getting  undertaker  there,  the 


<Sakt  cart 
^swollen  veins 

You,  too,  will  welcome  that  relief 
which  allows  a  longer  day  of  pleas- 
ure or  a  lighter  day  of  work. 

By  applying  Absorbine,  Jr.  to  vari- 
cose or  swollen  veins,  that  disturbing 
ordistressingacheor  soreness  quickly 
disappears.  The  frequent  use  of  this 
soothing,  pain-stopping  antiseptic 
liniment  has  also  resrored  to  the  skin 
of  many  sufferers  its  former  smooth- 
ness. 

You  will  like  Absorbinejr.  It  pos- 
sesses an  agreeable  odor,  and  is  easy 
and  clean  to  use.  In  the  medicine 
cabinet  it  soon  becomes  a  first  aid  in 
a  hundred  different  ways. 

At  all  druggists',  $i.  2  j,  or  postpaid. 
Liberal  trial  bottle,   10c.,  postpaid. 

W.F.YOUNG.  Inc. 

203  Lyman  Bldg., 
Montreal. 


Success  in  sport  is  dependent 
on  physical  fitness.  Whilst 
the  regular  use  of  ENO  is 
not  in  itself  a  guarantee  of 
fitness,  it  nevertheless  does 
assist  very  considerably,  and 
many  sportsmen  find  they 
are  better  able  to  withstand 
continued  effort  and  fatigue 
by  the  occasional  use  of 
Eno's  "Fruit  Salt". 
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Cats  Rheumatic  achea 

Strains  and  paina 

Cruises       Children's  hurta 


whole  town'd  a  been  buried  years 
ago.  Me  spend  my  holidays  in 
the  corner  store,  lissening  to  the 
spinidge-chins  shoot  off  their  face 
about  the  caows  and  the  alfalfy 
crop?  Honest,  if  I  don't  ever 
see  that  burg  again,  it'll  be  too 
soon. 

Mrs.  B:  But  hon,  you  know 
your  maw'd  be  tickled  to  death 
to  see  you. 

Ted:  What  if  she  would?  She 
can  come  down  here,  if  she  wants 
to.  Travelling'd  liven  her  up — 
she's   only   sixty-eight. 

Mrs.  B:  But  maybe  she  ain't 
got  the  money  to  come  down  as 
often  as  she  wants  to. 

Ted:  Why,  she  was  down  only 
a   year   ago    last    Thanksgiving. 

Mrs.  B:  No,  she  wasn't;  it  was 
August,    1923. 

Tes:  Well,  anyways  she  can 
come  down  any  time  she  takes  the 
notion  to;  guess  the  fact  of  the 
matter  is  she'd  rather  keep  the 
thirty-five  a  month  I  send  her  and 
stay  in  Wangusburg.  That  suits 
me      if      it      suits      her.  Guess 

she  knows  what  she  likes. 

-E.L.M.B. 

*       *       * 

A  parking  space,  friends,  is 
where  you  leave  your  car  to 
have  the  tail-light  knocked  off. 
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November  Disc  Releases 

(Continued  from  page  37) 

"Mary  Lou  played  by  the  Ipana 
Troubadours  (Columbia)  is  one  of 
those  tunes  which  is  unconsciously 
memorized  by  the  hearer  at  one 
playing.  I  wish  for  "Mary  Lou" 
a  glorious  burst  of  popularity  with 
a  specified  time  limit,  the  writer 
having  a  nasty  hunch  that  it  will 
still  be  played  by  pianists  of  the 
hunt  and  peck  order  in  1930. 
The  Troubadours  do  everything 
that  could  be  expected  and  a  little 
more,  for  Charles  Kaley,  who 
vocalizes  a  mean  vocalization,  is 
one  of  the  best  of  his  clan.  "In  a 
Little  Garden,"  also  with  Kaley,  has 
a  fresh  quality  about  it  that  com- 
mends it. 

•fr        $        41 


BDWIL 


Sandwiches 

are  Delicious 
and  Easy  to  Make 

Very  Nice,  Too 
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larconi,  Style  VI J  J 


^Jw  Supreme  Complete  Unit 

anew  standard 
for  radio  reception 

*T*  |HE  Marconi  Instruments  offer  unequalled  quality  of  tone  and 
simplified  control. 


A  Farrand  Cone  Speaker  meets  fully  the  requirements  of  the  new 
type  of  sets,  capably  amplifying  the  most  delicate  or  heaviest 
volume  of  tone. 

The  U.S.L.  A  &  B.  Batteries  are  products  of  twenty-seven  years  of 
battery  research  and  experiment.  Millions  have  been  made  and 
U.S.L.  efficiency  and  quality  are  by-words  in  the  radio  industry. 

You  never  need  worry  about  your  battery  power,  for  the  Durable 
Recharger  keeps  your  batteries  at  full  strength  and  guarantees  years 
of  happy  ownership  free  from  those  annoying  troubles  usually 
associated  with  radio  ownership. 

Purchase  the  Equipment  Supreme  at  the 

Syco  Radio  &  Supply  Co 

2  Mark  St 

Toronto 
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BUXTON 
TAINERS 

"Things  in  Leather 

That 

Go 

Together" 


CIGARETTES 


TOBACCO 


Keeping  in  mind  the  Christmas  gift  giving  and  in  these 
days  when  'most  everybody  enjoys  "pipe"  or  "fag,"  what 
could  be  more  appropriate  than  these  Buxton-Tainers? 

Buxton  Cigarette-Tainer — Suitable  alike  for 
men  and  women — it  appeals  to  the  descrimina- 
ting  buyer — for  ten  cigarettes.    -    50c  to  $2.50 

Buxton  Tobacco-Tainer — Just  what  men  have 
been  waiting  for — open  or  closed,  cannot  spill 
your  tobacco — looks  well — like  filling  the  pipe 
from  the  palm  of  the  hand    -    -    $1.00  to  $4.00 


-With  and  without  Identification  Card  Service 


Buxton  Key-Tainers 
Buxton  Coin-Tainers  Buxton  Money-Tainers 

Buxton  Two  and  Three  Fold  Bill-Tainers 
Buxton-Tainers  in  sets  (in  Gift  Boxes),  2  and  3  Pieces 

THE  JULIAN  SALE  LEATHER  GOODS  COMPANY 

Limited 

105  KING  STREET  WEST  -  -  TORONTO 


That  Last  Straw 

No.  165501  {jumping  up  in  rage 
after  (he  prison  movie  show):  Dam- 
mit! a  serial,  and  I'm  to  be  hung 
next  week.        ■ — Denver  Parrakccl. 

*  *        * 

"I'm  twenty-one  to-day,  and  I 
can  vote." 

"No,  you  can't." 

"Why  not?" 

"There's  no  election." — Pelican. 

*  *        * 

In  Training 

Irate    Prof. — Why    do    you    sit 
there  and  chew,  chew,  chew? 
Stude. — It    helps    my    train    of 

thought.  — Dirge. 

*  #        * 

Head  Work 

Diner — "My  bill,  waiter?" 
Waiter — "What   did  you  have?" 
Diner — "I  don't  know." 
Waiter — "Hash  is  forty  cents." 

— Judge. 


'How  was  the  chemist's  party 
the   other  night?" 

"Fine.  The  boys  got  to  fooling, 

and  it  ended  in  a  big  blow-out." 

*        *        * 

He — "I  love  you." 

She — -"Is  this  a  proposal,  prom- 
ise, insinuation,  threat,  command, 
hint,  expostulation,  inquiry  or 
just    the    first    line    to    another    of 

those  antique  jokes?" 

*  *        * 

Exactly 

Farmer:  That's  my  best  cow  and 
she's  only  two  years  old. 

City  Girl:  How  do  you  tell  their 
ages? 

Farmer:  By  their  horns. 

City  Girl:  Ah,  I  see.  Two  horns, 

two  years  old.     — S.  F.  Examiner. 

*  *        * 

"Not  happy?  With  so  beautiful 
a  bride?  Why,  man  you  got  the 
girl  who  was  the  talk  of  the  town!" 

"So  I  discover."  — Widow. 


Lady:  "But  why  is  it  you  can't 
remember  how  long  you  have  been 
out  of  work?" 

Tramp:  "Well,  lady,  I  can't 
remember  whether   I   was  born  in 

'88  or '89.  —N.Y.  Medley. 

*  *        * 

Prof:  "What's  the  most  common 
impediment  in  the  speech  of  Am- 
erican   people?" 

Frosh:  "Chewing   gum!" 

Purple    Parrot. 

*  *        * 

Lazy  Husband:  "I  see  there's 
talk  of  another  strike." 

Wife:  "Yes;  an'  if  you  was  'arf 
a  man  you'd  get  a  job  an'  be  able 
to  go  on  strike,  too." 

— Exchange. 

*  *        * 

(Inquisitive  person  to  stammer- 
er) :  "Did  you  go  to  school  for  your 
stammering?" 

Stammerer:  N-n-no,  I — I —I  p-p- 
picked  it  up  m-m-myself. 

— Medley. 

*  *       * 

English  Prof:  Correct  this  sen- 
tence: "Before  any  damage  could 
be  done,  the  fire  was  put  out  by 
the  volunteer  fire  department." 

Frosh:  The  fire  was  put  out 
before  any  damage  could  be  done 
by  the  volunteer  fire  department. 

— Dexerd. 

*  *        * 

Sheriff:  Ma'am,  kin  we  swing 
this  here  flea-bitten  horse  thief  to 
one  o'  your  apple  trees? 

Lady:  Sir,  I'll  have  you  know 
I'm  a  spinster  lady  and  I  can't 
have  any  men  hanging  around 
the   house.  — Log. 


"Shameless  wretch!  Arn't  you 
ashamed  to  follow  about  a  poor 
defenceless  girl!"  r    i    I 

"Pardon  me,  but  I  intended  no 
harm.  I  was  only  enjoying  the 
shade!" 

— Sondagsnisse-Strix,  Stockholm. 
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Compendium  of  all   "College"  Novels 

Written  after  a  careful  perusal  of  "The  Plastic  Age," 
"Grey  Towers,"   "Brown  of  Havvud"  et  al. 
Chapter    I 
Amidst  the  stately  elms  of  old  Squojuk  walked 
Hampdon    Vale,    a    lonely,    disconsolate    figure,    for 
Hampdon   Vale   was   a   freshman,    and    the   elms   of 
Squojuk    fascinated,    but    terrified    him. 
Chapter  IX 
The  party  had  reached  its  height.     Empty  gin 
bottles  strewed  the  floor.    A  girl  with  a  pink  silk  dress 
began  to  dance  on  the  table,  applauded  by  the  entire 
assemblage  of  tippled  roisterers.    Hampdon  had  again 
found  the  girl  with   the   blue  eyes  and  bore   her  in 
triumph  to  a  davenport  and  kissed  her  with  maudlin 
glee.      Suddenly   there   came   a   knock   on   the   door, 
a    cry,    "Jiggers!   the  cops,"    and    a    woman's    high, 
hysterical    scream. 

Chapter  XII 
"You're  right,  dad,  I  cannot  be  a  quitter.      I  will 
go  back  to  old  Squojuk!" 

Chapter  Last 
.     The  last  five  yards  were  torment  to   Hamp- 
don Vale.     He  knew  his  leg  was  broken,  had  heard  it 
crack  in  the  grip  of  the  last  tackier,  but  he  strug- 
gled on,  and  finally  fell,  in  the  grip  of  three  Blums- 
ford    men,    just    across  the    goal   line.     The    whistle 
blew.     But  the  score  stood  6-3  in  favour  of  Squojuk. 
And  Hampdon  Vale  smiled  a  happy  smile,  for  he  knew 
that  he  had  redeemed  himself  in  the  eyes  of  Squojuk 
.   .   .  and    Mary.     Then    came    unconsciousness  .   .   . 
The  End 
(Note:   It   appears   that   in   the   typesetting   the 
printer  left  out,  "Everybody  loved  Ned,  good,  kindly 
Ned."     This,  however,  can  be  inserted  anywhere.) 

— Octopus. 
Why  I  Am  Not  a  Great  Man 

When  I  was  very  young  I  was  also  desirous  of 
fame  and  I  worked  hard  to  get  it.  When  it  came  to 
me,  in  small  dribs  at  first,  I  thought  that  all  was 
well.  But  as  fame  became  more  and  more  mine  I 
discovered  that  fame  was  a  thing  of  ill. 

For  each  time  that  I  did  some  great  thing  in  the 
world  people  came  to  me  and  said:  "Allow  me  to 
congratulate  you."  In  this  way  when  I  was  elected 
dog  catcher  Ezra  Ezrason  came  to  me  with  a  long 
face  and  said  with  terrible  formality:  "My  good  sir, 
allow  me  to  extend  my  congratulations  to  you." 
Men  in  hundreds  went  through  the  same  dreary 
business  with  me. 

I  began  to  think  that  fame  was  making  of  the 
world  a  sadder  place  to  live.  And  then  it  was  that 
I  commenced  my  great  campaign  against  fame.  I 
attempted  to  root  it  from  the  earth,  but  the  ardor 
of  my  campaigning  and  the  success  attending  my 
efforts  made  me,  in  spite  of  myself,  famous.  So  I 
was  forced  to  give  up  the  offensive  and,  retiring, 
carry  on  a  war  of  negation  against  fame.   I  did  nothing. 

In  my  sincere  attempt  to  eradicate  fame  from  the 
world  I  have  shunned  it  ever  since  by  doing  abso- 
lutely nothing.  If  everyone  else  would  do  the 
same  there  would  be  an  end  to  this  dreary  matter  of 
congratulations.  But  I  dare  not  advocate  the  policy 
lest  I  become  famous.  — R.E. 
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Special  Offer 

The  next  six  issues 
for  $2.00  to  college 
students.  Sent  to 
your  college  ad- 
dress, promptly 
every  month,  new 
—  sparkling — right 
off  the  press. 

Clip  Coupon  Now 


CPll^£fllllflQr     "zTofor  next  6  issues 
1050  N.  La  Salle  Street  $3.00  for  one  year 

CHICAGO  $5.00  for  two  years 

Name 

Address 

City State 

College Year 
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London  Cigarettes 


"There's 
something 
about  them 
youll  like" 

ZOfor 
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yourTareyton 

T>J_„  LONDON 

PlPe  SMOKING  MIXTURE 


Vale! 

And  now  for  a  last,  departing  song, 

And  a  farewell  to  my  ladies, 
Ere  I  take  my  way  from  the  light  of  day, 

To  the  shadowy  halls  of  Hades. 

I  go  again  to  return  no  more, 

As  the  leaves  of  the  old  year  fall; 
And  have  you  a  sigh  for  my  last  good-bye, 

Lydia,  Chloe,  et  a/.? 

Will  you  not  remember  a  song  or  two, 

With  a  mist  in  your  April  eyes, 
At  the  faint,  far  meeting  of  notes  retreating 

A  lyre  and  a  voice  that  dies? 

For  Ceres'  daughter  departs  again, 

To  the  Lord  of  the  land  below 
With  the  bright  Months  borne — and  I  will  not 
mourn 

That  I  in  her  train  must  go; 

For  dark  and  hushed  is  her  gloomy  home, 

And  stilled  are  the  notes  of  song, 
But  the  muted  lyre  and  the  quenched  fire 

Are  fit  for  its  silent  throng. 

And  I  come  no  more  to  the  aging  sun 

In  quest  of  the  joys  long  cold, 
For  the  earth  is  bare,  and  the  stars  less  fair 

And  even  the  gods  grow  old. 

— Joseph  Schull. 


The  Flaming  Heartbreak 

(To-day  s  Instalment) 

By  Sylvia  Sackareine 


traced  intricate  patterns  upon  the 
snow. 

"Life,''  said  Dolores,  with  a 
philosophical  shrug  of  her  beau- 
tiful shoulders,  "is  like  that,  n'est- 


(Synopsis  of  preceding  chapters: 
Anastasia  McGaffney  is  on  a 
tropical  cruise  when  she  meets,  by 
accident,  Charles  Stormomont. 
Major  Gibliani  is  so  enraged  that 
he  plots  with  Lee  Wing,  the  half- 
caste,  to  poison  the  ginger  ale. 
While  they  are  in  Switzerland  she 
receives  a  mysterious  message  from 
their  father.  Lucille  is  resccued 
from  the  burning  theatre  and 
Harry  is  found  murdered  on  the  motor-car  reached  their  ears, 
golf-links.      The    butler    has    been  Suddenly  Hubert  laughed, 

acting  very  strangely  and  finally 
he  disappears  entirely,  so  Enid 
decides  to  elope  with  George.  Now 
go  on  with  the  story.) 


ce  pas?'' 

"By  Heaven!"  exclaimed  Greg- 
ory. 

In  the  distance  an  occasional 
shot  was  still  audible  and  the 
purring    note    of    a    high-powered 


CHAPTER  XLVIII 
Belle  picked  up  the  paper-knife 
and  examined  it  closely. 

"By  Heaven!"  exclaimed  Greg- 
ory. 

Together  they  watched  the  giant 
negro  as  he  deftly  skinned  the 
rabbit,  cut  it  up  and  placed  it  in 
the  pot  to  boil.  The  moon  above, 
shining    through    the    pine    trees, 


"Whatever  became  of  the  Ad- 
miral?" he  inquired. 

"By  Heaven!"         exclaimed 

Gregory. 

Slowly  but  surely  the  creeping 
gorilla  was  coming  closer  and  closer 
to  the  brave  little  band.  A  mo- 
ment more  and  on  the  knife  he 
carried  between  his  teeth  the  fire- 
light gleamed. 

"By  Heaven!"         exclaimed 

Gregory. 

(To  be  continued  to-morrow.) 

— Huron   Barnes. 


The  Haunted  Room 

As  I  sit  here  before  the  fire 

Recalling  thoughts  from  out  the 
past, 
The   objects   round   about   acquire 
New    power    to    bind    affection 
fast. 

These  lovely  things  are  all  yours, 
too. 
The  rugs,   the  chairs,  the  tables 
speak 
Of   that   fair   contract   made   with 
you: 
"One    dollar    down,   and  two  a 
week." 

— Herbert   Key. 

*  *        * 

Doctor — "I'm  afraid  I  will  have 
to  operate  for  appendicitis. 

Little  Beauty — "Oh,  doctor,  will 
the  scar  show? 

Doctor — "Not     unless     you     go 
into  the  movies." 

— Selected. 

*  *        * 

With  Alligator  Covers 

First  Gold-digger:    "What  kind 
of  books  do  you  like  best?" 

Second  Ditto:   "Pocketbooks!" 


GoBLir 
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THE     GOBLINS      WILL     GET     YOU     IF    YOU     DON'T    WATCH    OUT 


T 


It's  Often  Hard  to  Decide 


*T*  HERE  are  so  many  good  things  in  life  and  so 
g    i    few  years  to  enjoy  them  in  that  it  is  often 

'£MM  hard  to  decide  which  ones  will  bring  you  the 
most  pleasure  in  the  interval.  But  while  you  are 
thinking  it  over  you  are  wasting  precious  minutes. 
In  that  moment  of  indecision  you  are  cheating  your- 
self. Don't  delay  any  longer;  now,  while  you  think 
of  it,  send  GOBLIN  three  dollars  and  ensure  one 
additional  item  in  your  happiness  for  a  year. 


L 


C9DLIN 

10  Adelaide  St.  E. 


J 


46 


Goblin 


Oh,  Once  There  Was  a  Princess 

(Continued  from  page  30) 

Presently  the  sounds  of  chase  grew 
remote.  "They're  after  the  priest  fellow," 
said  Lane  breathing  carefully.  "Let  me 
carry  your  bag." 

"They  won't  get  him.    No,  thank  you." 

They  ran  out  from  the  end  of  the  alley. 
A  roadster  was  at  the  curb;  the  motor 
was  running.  A  dapper  young  man 
stood  with  one  foot  on  the  running  board. 

"Tony!"  she  exclaimed,  stopping  short. 

"Evening,  Gerty,"  he  said.  "I  figured 
you  might  come  this  way." 

"Why  didn't  you  turn  up?"  she  de- 
manded guardedly. 

"I  heard  the  bulls  were  wise."  He 
made  a  step  nearer.  "Give  me  the 
dough,"  he  said. 

"It's  mostly  in  cheques.  No  value. 
Honest,  Tony." 

He  produced  a  revolver.  "Fork  over," 
he  said. 

"The  bulls!"  cried  Lane.  Tony  turned 
and  Lane  hit  him,  knocking  away  the 
revolver. 

A  parenthesis  might  here  be  inserted 
as  in  a  play  by  William  Shakespeare: 
{they  fight);  but  it  was  not  like  a  Shakes- 
pearean fight.  Lane  fought  in  the  manner 
approved  by  the  twentieth  century  mo- 
tion pictures — striking  highly  spectacular 
blows,  straight  lefts,  hooks,  crosses. 
The  other  butted,  wrenched,  gouged. 
Then,  surprisingly,  one  of  Lane's  hooks 
landed  fairly  just  to  the  side  of  the 
button. 

"Quick!"  cried  the  Princess,  springing 
for  the  car.  The  police  were  coming 
along  the  alley.  Lane  leaped  over  the 
prostrate  Tony  and  into  the  car.  She 
moved  the  gears,  the  car  'rrrrrrred'  along 
the  street.  Someone  put  a  bullet  through 
the  windshield. 

Lane  looked  at  the  little  round  hole. 
"Well!  well!"  he  said,  "think  of  that." 

She  drove  at  a  medium  speed,  turning 
every  corner.  After  a  time  she  drew  the 
car  to  the  curb.  "Flat  tire,"  she  said. 
Lane  sprang  out.  She  extended  her  hand 
to  him.  "Keep  under  cover  for  a  few 
days,"  she  said.  The  car  'rrrred.'  He 
caught  at  her  hand,  grasped  it,  lost  it. 
"Sorry  he  wasn't  a  real  priest,"  she  called 
to  him.     She  was  a  block  away. 

Lane  found  that  he  was  standing  in 
the  street  where  he  had  met  her.  He  dis- 
covered   that    his    hands    were    grasping 

bank  notes. 

*        *        * 

The  fraternity  brethren  sat  once  more 
at^dinner.  Brother  Mound  shook  out 
his  serviette;  he  spread  it  white-limned 
upon  the  blackness  of  his  dinner  vest; 
he  clasped  chubby  hands  over  all;  he 
turned  to  brother  Lane.  "Anything — 
new?"  he  asked. 

*  *  * 

Shivering  Student  (to  Landlord) 
— "Will  you  please  put  some  alco- 
hol in  the  radiator  in  my  room?" 

Heartless  Landlord  —  "What's 
the  matter?" 

S.S. — I    want    to    keep    it    from 

freezing." 

*  *        * 

Siegfried:  Where  is  Reginald  to- 
day?" 

Little  Eva:  He's  celebrating  the 
feast  of  the  hangover! 

— Chaparral. 


QuickRelief 

|Cff    CUTS 
*       BURNS 
BITES 


D  odd's  Antiseptic  Healing  Ointment 
is  a  safe,  soothing  treatment  for  all  skin 
abrasions,  infections  and  irritations.  Its 
powerful,  antiseptic  action  prevents  infec- 
tion of  open  wounds  and  enables  the 
exceptional  healing  qualities  of  this  famous 
ointment  to  quickly  relieve  pain  and  irrita- 
tion and  bring  about  a  speedy  recovery. 

D  odd's 

•Antiseptic -Healing 

OINTMENT 

for  cuts,  burns,  scalds,  bites,  sore  feet, 
abscesses,  old  sores,  boils,  eczema,  piles, 
ulcers,  hives  and  all  diseases  of  the  skin. 
Absolutely  pure  and  non-irritating.  An 
excellent  after-shaving  treatment  for  tender 
skins.  Heals  small  cuts  or  chafing  and 
leaves  the  skin  smooth  and  soft. 

Keep   a  tin   on    hand  for 
regular  and  emergency  use 


AN^PTic 

©HEALINGc 


Tests  for  Puncture 

Victim  of  new  barber:  "Give 
me  a  glass  of  water,  please." 

New  barber:  "You  aren't  going 
to  faint  are  you?" 

Victim:  "Oh,  I  don't  think  so; 
I  just  wanted  to  see  if  my  mouth 
would  hold  water." 

— Orange     Owl. 


50c  At  All  Druggists 


SEND    COUPON    BELOW 
FOR    GENEROUS 


****** 


Dog  days  don't  worry  people  as 
much  as  mosquito  nights. 

— Medley. 

*        *        * 

If  you  called  the  keeper  of  a 
library  a  librarian,  does  it  neces- 
sarily follow  that  you  would  call 
the  keeper  of  a  barber-shop  a 
barbarian? 

— Punch    Bowl. 


Radiola  20 

Radiola  196 

Radiola  25 

Radiola  28 


$140 
150 
220 
330 


Loud-speaker  100,  39.50 
Other  Radiolas 
from  $25  up.    J 


Opening  the  Eyes 
of  Radio  Buyers 


RADIOLA  has  driven  the  mystery 
from  radio.  It  has  brought  radio 
out  into  the  light,  where  quality  can 
be  examined  and  values  weighed. 
Radiola  has  removed  the  guesswork 
from  radio  buying  and  opened  the 
eyes  of  radio  buyers. 

Radiola — as  built  for  you  by  Canadian 
General  Electric — offers  you  uniformly 


satisfactory  results.  It  gives  you 
known  quality  at  established  prices. 
And  the  prices  are  low  because  Radiola 
production  volume  is  great. 

It  is  small  wonder  that  radio  enthus- 
iasts who  regard  radio,  not  as  a  fad, 
but  as  a  genuine  source  of  entertain- 
ment and  interest,  are  turning  by  the 
thousands  to  Radiola. 


Radiola  25 


Made  in  Canada  by 


Radiola  20 


CANADIAN 
GENERAL  ELECTRIC  & 


HEAD  OFFICE        -        TORONTO 

Sales  O&ces  in  All  Principal  Cities 


Vr         Cbristmas 
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Comfort-neatness  -protection,  in  Canada's 
greatest  cold-weather  Footwear. 

SNOW  and  sleet,  rain  and  slush  have  no  terrors  for 
those  who  walk  abroad  in  Zipper  Boots — the  original 
and  genuine  Zipper  with  the  patented  hookless  fastener. 
Nothing  to  hook,  button,  lace  or  tie! 

In  appearance  they  are  a  marvel  of  dressy  neatness. 
They  can  be  put  on  or  taken  off  as  easily  as  a  pair  of 
slippers.  No  Christmas  present  could  be  more  pleasing, 
acceptable  or  useful. 

Most  good  shoe  merchants  carry  Zipper  Boots.  If  your 
favorite  dealer  is  an  exception,  just  drop  a  line  to  the 
factory. 

In  Half  Sizes— for  Men,  Women  and  Children 


\  Identify  the  Genuine  Zipper  by  the  name  on  theFlap 


'^ 


Goodrich 

Hi-Press 

CANADIAN    GOODRICH   COMPANY  LIMITED 


Rubber 
Footwear 

KITCHENER,   ONT. 


%y 


